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THE  LITTLE  DEMON; 


OR 


Plotting  Against  the  Czar, 


By  HOWARD  AUSTIN. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  “LITTLE  DEMON.” 

“Manette,  Brittany.” 

The  proprietor  of  the  principal  hotel  at  Rouen,  on  the  river  Seine, 
in  France,  glanced  at  the  register  after  his  just- arrived  guest  had 
written  his  name  and  address,  and  found  it  in  these  two  words: 

“  Manette,  Brittany.” 

“  Just  from  Paris?”  interrogatively  said  the  landlord,  seeing  no 
reason  why  he  should  curb  his  curiosity  regarding  a  person  who 
wrote  his  name  in  such  simple  style. 

Had  the  name  been  prefixed  by  a  title,  no  doubt  mine  host  would 
have  been  very  obsequious  and  polite,  and  would  have  asked  no 
questions.  But  there  was  no  reason  why  he  should  be  obsequious, 
or  fawn  upon  a  man  who  wrote  his  name:  “Manette,  of  Brittany,” 
and  so  he  asked: 

“  Just  from  Paris?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Business  in  Rouen?” 

“  No.” 

“  Pleasure  brings  you  here?” 

“  Yes,”  in  an  impatient  tone,  as  though  he  were  annoyed  by  the 
questions  put  to  him. 

The  landlord  thought  it  politic  to  now  try  to  gain  some  idea  of  how 
much  money  the  stranger  was  going  to  leave  iu  his  hands,  and  being 
shrewd  enough  to  see  that  his  curiosity  might  work  him  financial 
harm,  ceased  asking  personal  questions. 

“  What  can  I  do  for  monsieur?  Monsieur  wishes  a  room?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  A  good  room?” 

“  Yes;  the  best  In  the  house.” 

“  The  best  room  will  be  twelve  francs  a  day.  Does  monsieur - ” 

“  I  said  nothing  about  price!  I  asked  for  the  best  room,”  was 
the  rather  sharp  reply. 

“Oh,  certainly— certainly !”  in  an  apologetic  tone.  “Monsieur 
will  pardon  me,  but  nowadays  you  never  know  who  a  traveler  is,  and 
it  is  best  to  have  no  difficulty  when  settling  the  bill.  Oui,  monsieur, 
the  test  room.  And  will  monsieur  dine  here?” 

“  Yes.  Let  me  have  a  private  table  iu  my  room,  and  let  the  dinner 
be  a  good  one.” 

“  Oui,  monsieur.  And  wine?  We  have  fine  table  claret — very  fine 

_ four  francs  the  bottle.  And  we  have  a  few— a  very  few— bottles  of 

o.d  Tokay  and  Madeira  for  which  we  get  ten  francs  the  bottle.” 

“  Let  it  be  a  bottle  of  your  best  Madeira.” 

u  Oui,  monsieur.  Might  monsieur  wish  to  remain  a  day  or  two, 
or  some  length  of  time?” 


To  this  question  M,  Manette  paid  no  heed  whatever,  but  turned  on 
his  heel  and  left  the  office. 

After  he  had  discussed  the  really  good  dinner  which  was  prepared 
for  him,  the  stranger  left  the  hotel,  followed  by  the  eyes  of  the 
landlord,  who  was  muttering  to  himself: 

“  He  brought  no  baggage  and  no  servant.  Sucre!  I  hope  he  is 
no  hotel-beat.  From  Brittany?  I  doubt  it.  His  accent  sounds  not 
like  Brittany.  Watch  him  walk!  Ah — that  tells  the  tale — he  is  no 
common  man;  that  stiff  and  haughty  walk  belongs  to  a  man  born 
among  the  nobles.  Yes,  he  will  pay  his  bill.  He  is  a  mystery!”  and 
here  the  landlord  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  that  peculiar  way  which 
none  but  a  born  Frenchman  can. 

M.  Manette  strode  along  the  street  without  a  thought  of  the  land¬ 
lord  and  his  doubts,  for  he  never  gluuced  back.  And  the  gathering 
of  his  brows  evidenced  thut  his  mind  was  filled  with  reflections  more 
weighty  than  the  landlord  and  his  criticisms. 

After  turning  a  few  corners  M.  Manette  found  himself  in  the 
poorer  part  of  the  city,  near  the  river  front.  His  gteady  and  un¬ 
wavering  progress,  however,  indicated  that  he  knew  where  he  was, 
and  intended  going  precisely  ov^r  the  course  he  was  following. 

Finally,  M.  Manette  cast  a  swift  glance  all  about  him,  and  then 
glanced  up  at  a  house  facing  the  river  and  separated  from  it  by 
only  a  short  distance. 

Over  the  door  was  a  weather-beaten  and  nearly  illegible  sign:' 

“  DEFARGE. 

“Boat  Builder  and  Inventor.” 

We  spoke  of  the  building  as  a  house.  Perhaps  it  was  a  wrong  use  of 
the  word,  for  while  the  upper  floor  was  undeniably  a  house,  inas¬ 
much  as  M.  Defarge  ate  and  slept  and  lived  there,  the  lower  floor 
had  two  wide  doors,  that  opened  across  the  whole  front,  from  which 
a  track  led  to  the  river,  by  means  of  which  were  launched  the  vessels 
constructed  in  this  workshop  that  occupied  the  ground  floor. 

M.  Manette  hammered  on  the  door  with  the  old  fashioned  iron 
knocker;  presently  the  door  was  opened  cautiously,  and  a  little  wiz¬ 
ened  face  appeared. 

“  Ah - !”  began  the  owner  of  the  wizened  face,  who  was  none 

other  than  Monsieur  Defarge. 

M.  Manette  interrupted  him. 

“  I  have  come  on  the  date  you  appointed.  I  hope  M.  Defarge  is 
well  and  expecting  me.” 

“  Oui— I  have  been  expecting  you.  Come  in.” 

He  held  open  the  door,  and  Monsieur  Manette  glided  quickly  in. 

Together  the  two  men  went  back  through  a  narrow  passage  for  a 
short  distance,  then  turned  at  right  angles,  and  entered  the  workshop 
by  a  side  door. 
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“  She  is  ready!”  exclaimed  Defarge,  with  pride  and  exultation  in  his 
tone,  and  as  he  spoke  he  indicated  ty  a  wave  of  his  hand  a  sin¬ 
gular-looking  craft  resting  on  the  low  stocks. 

“  When  did  you  finish?” 

“  I  struck  the  last  blow  with  the  hammer  no  later  ago  than  yester¬ 
day.” 

“  You  believe  her  capable  of  accomplishing  what  you  intended?” 

.  “  1  would  stake  my  life  on  it,”  said  Defarge,  warmly.  “  Monsieur 
will  be  pleased  to  remember  that  such  vessels  have  been  built  suc¬ 
cessfully  before,  and  I  only  claim  credit  for  the  motive  power  and  the 
means  of  applying  it.” 

“  You  will  risk  your  life  on  a  trial  trip  then?” 

“  Willingly.” 

“  Very  well.  Now  explain  the  craft  to  me  in  all  its  details.” 

“  Let  me  enter,  then,”  said  the  inventor,  and  approaching  a  ladder, 
Defarge  led  the  way  to  the  top,  and  descended  into  the  interior  of  the 
vessel  by  meaus  of  steps  placed  there  for  the  purpose. 

Outwardly  the  craft  was  of  very  singular  appearance.  It  was  sim¬ 
ply  a  long  tube  of  iron,  pointed  at  both  ends,  and  painted  black. 

Just  where  the  front  point  had  widened  and  was  disappearing  into 
the  hull  there  was  a  backward  sloping  rise  of  perhaps  twelve  inches, 
the  front  of  which  was  of  thick  but  exquisitely  clear  glass.  From  the 
termination  of  the  stern  projected  a  shaft,  at  the  end  of  which  was 
a  screw  wheel.  Just  forward  of  this  a  little  flange  projected  down¬ 
wards  out  of  the  tube;  a  corresponding  flange  projected  upward 
from  the  upper  side  of  the  tube,  giving  the  whole  of  the  stern  of 
the  vessel  the  appearance  of  the  tail  of  an  immense  fish,  with  a  wheel 
between  the  forks  of  the  tail  fin. 

As  was  evident,  these  flanges  were  made  to  answer  the  same  pur¬ 
pose  as  the  tail  fin  of  a  fish — to  guide  her. 

The  depth  of  the  craft  did  not  exceed  eight  feet  from  the  deck  to  the 
bottom,  and  her  length  might  have  been  fifty  feet. 

Inside  of  her,  on  descending  the  stairs,  ihere  was  found  at  the  bot¬ 
tom  a  small  compartment  reserved  for  the  stairway.  Forward  of  this 
was  a  good-sized  room,  with  a  table  in  its  center  designed  as  a  chart- 
room.  Three  steps  upward  took  you  into  the  pilot  house,  with  its 
wheel  for  steering,  and  an  electric  light  so  arranged,  that  while  the 
pilot’s  eyes  were  shielded  from  its  glare,  its  powerful  rays  were  shot 
ahead  into  the  water  not  unlike  a  locomotive’s  headlight.  In  front 
■of  the  pilot  house  a  descent  of  ten  steps  took  you  into  a  room, 
widest  at  the  entrance,  but  gradually  contracting  as  it  stretched 
away  toward  the  pointed  bow.  From  the  luxurious  character  of  the 
bttings  of  this  apartment  it  was  evidently  designed  for  the  use  of 
the  owner  of  the  craft. 

Back  of  the  space  into  which  the  stairs  descended  was  a  room  at  each 
side  of  which  were  bunks,  the  center  of  the  room  being  given  up  to  a 
table.  Back  of  this  was  a  smaller  apartment  containing  a  very  queer¬ 
looking  machine,  which  evidently  was  the  engine,  since  from  the  back 
of  it  projected  the  shaft,  to  the  end  of  which  the  screw-wheel  was 
attached.  The  sides  of  this  room  were  lined  with  leaden  boxes  of 
about  eighteen  inches  square.  Bock  of  the  engine-room,  in  the  rear 
pointed  part  of  the  vessel,  was  a  dark  hole  intended  for  stores. 

All  this  the  inventor  showed  to  M.  Manette,  if  that  was  his  name. 

Calling  his  attention  to  the  leaden  boxes,  Defarge  told  him  that  they 
were  charged  with  electricity,  containing  a  supply  of  motive  power 
that  would  last  two  months,  and  showed  him  how,  when  one  box  was 
«xhausted,  another  could  be  attached  to  the  engine. 

M.  Manette  listened  attentively,  and  scrutinized  sharply,  as  the 
inventor  conducted  him  through  the  vessel  and  explained  her  work¬ 
ings. 

When  Defarge  had  finished  and  turned  to  him  with  beaming  face, 
evidently  expecting  some  praise,  M.  Manette  gravely  said: 

“  Defarge,  the  theory  is  all  right.  When  we  have  tested  her,  and 
find  that  your  expectations  are  realized,  I  shall  reward  you  in  a  man¬ 
ner  that  will  be  gratifying  to  you.” 

“  You  are  very  kind,”  was  the  reply. 

“  Everything  has  been  placed  on  board— charts,  compasses,  pro¬ 
visions— everything?” 

“  Oui,  monsieur.” 

“  And  the  account  between  us— how  does  it  stand?” 

“  I  have  still  five  thousand  francs  of  monsieur’s  money  in  my  pos¬ 
session.” 

“  And  you  will  be  ready  to  try  ber  to-night?” 

“  Oui .” 


M  Manette  was  cautiously  let  out  by  the  inventor,  and  returned  to 
his  hotel.  After  the  clock  hud  struck  ten  that  night  he  returned  to 

Defarge’s  house. 

“  Your  work  has  been  kept  a  secret,  I  trust?’  Manette  sai  l  to  the 
inventor. 

“It  has.  Besides  myself,  only  one  other  knows  of  the  vessels 
existence,  and  he  is  the  mechanic  I  spoke  of  to  you.  lie  is  fidelity 
itself,  and  as  true  a  friend  to  our  cause  as  draws  the  breath  of  life.  I 

am  expecting  him  at  every  minute  now.” 

Hardly  had  Defarge  finished  when  there  came  a  low  and  peculiar 
knock,  and  going  to  the  door  the  inventor  admitted  the  person  who 
had  assisted  him  in  the  construction  of  the  vessel. 

“  Shall  we  go  on  board  now?” 

“  Yes,”  said  Manette,  in  answer  to  this  question  of  Defarge’s. 

It  was  now  midnight. 

All  Rouen  was  wrapped  in  slumber,  and  not  a  sound  broke  th9 
stillness  save  the  ripple  of  the  water.  The  chocks  had  been  knocked 
away,  and  the  vessel  was  held  in  positiou  by  the  slightest  purchase. 

Manette  and  the  inventor  entered  the  vessel,  the  latter  securely 
"closing  the  air  and  water-tight  door  in  the  deck. 

Three  raps  to  his  friend,  delivered  on  the  iron  side  of  the  vessel, 
signified  “all  right.” 

The  doors  of  the  shop  were  flung  open,  the  last  chock  knocked  out, 
and  the  strange  little  craft  slowly  started  down  the  inclined  track 
toward  the  water.  She  gained  momentum  gradually,  and  the  last 
twenty  feet  were  fairly  shot  over.  As  her  bows  cleft  the  water  and 
dived  out  of  sight,  the  doors  of  the  shop  swung  shut,  and  the  place 
looked  as  dark  and  mysterious  as  ever. 

And  a  man  who  had  been  awakened  by  the  creaking,  and  had  thrust 
bis  head  out  of  a  near-by  window,  could  see  nothing,  and  soon 
returned  to  his  disturbed  slumbers,  without  being  the  wiser  for  his 
trouble. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  “LITTLE  DEMON’S”  TRIAL. 

The  inventor  of  the  strange  craft  chuckled  to  himself  as  she  started 
down  the  track  toward  the  water.  He  had  the  most  supreme  confi¬ 
dence  in  her. 

Not  so  with  M.  Manette.  ^ 

He  felt  like  one  who  is  taking  his  life  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand,  or 
like  one  who  is  staking  his  all  on  a  throw  of  the  dice.  But  he  showed 
no  fear,  save,  perhaps,  in  that  his  grave  face  had  a  little  less  color 
than  was  natural  to  it. 

The  vessel’s  pointed  prow,  striking  tne  water  at  an  angle,  went 
down  out  of  sight,  and  the  whole  length  of  the  craft  followed. 

Defarge  shook  with  exultant  laughter,  but  Manette  instinctively 
clutched  at  the  table  for  support. 

“  Never  fear,”  Defarge  managed  to  get  out.  “  She  will  dive  as 
gracefully  as  a  duck  and  come  up  right  every  time.” 

His  confidence  certainly  was  not  misplaced,  so  far  as  this  went,  for 
after  shooting  ahead  beneath  the  surface  until  her  “  way”  was  over¬ 
come,  she  began  gradually  rising  toward  the  surface,  above  which 
her  bacK— rather  than  deck— soon  after  showed. 

Now  the  two  men  stepped  into  the  pilot-house,  from  the  pilot’s  sta¬ 
tion  in  which  every  movement  of  the  vessel  could  be  controlled  by  a 
system  of  ivory  keys  not  unlike  those  of  a  piano,  although,  of  course, 
fewer  in  number. 

Defarge  grasped  the  spokes  of  the  steering  wheel. 

“  Touch  key  number  one,”  he  said. 

Manette  did  so. 

The  screw-wheel  began  to  revolve  at  a  low  rate  of  speed,  and  the 
craft  began  to  forge  ahead  through  the  water. 

Defaige  turned  her  prow  toward  the  center  of  the  stream,  when  in 

the  channel  of  which  he  requested  Manette  to  press  down  key  number 
two. 

“The  first  key  is  the  ‘primary’  current,  which  gives  the  wheel  a 
certain  number  of  revolutions.  The  second  key  controls  the  ‘secon- 

daij  or  moie  powerful  current,  and  gives  you  three  times  as  much 
speed.” 

True  it  was. 

1  he  strange  craft  was  now  darting  along  at  a  very  lively  pace,  leav¬ 
ing  behind  her  a  long  but  narrow  track  of  foam. 

“  Is  monsieur  satisfied?” 

Y*  s,  was  the  reply,  in  a  suppressed  tone  of  mingled  anxiety  aud 
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excitement,  for  now  was  to  come  that  part  of  the  vessel’s  trial  trip 
which  involved  the  greatest  peril  and  uncertainty,  the  experiment  of 
sinking  her  beneath  the  surface. 

About  M.  Manette’s  face  there  was  a  something  that  spoke  of  a  will 
that  nothing  could  bend  from  its  purpose.  And  so  it  was  now,  that 
even  though  he  had  so  little  faith  in  the  submarine  action  of  the  ves¬ 
sel,  he  was  ready  to  risk  his  life. 

“  Sink  her,”  he  said,  sharply,  as  Defarge  asked  whether  he  should 
do  so,  in  a  tone  that  as  much  as  implied  a  doubt  of  M.  Manette’s 
courage. 

At  once  Defarge  touched  a  key  that  controlled  a  copper  electric- 
charged  wire,  which  in  turn  controlled  four  movable  iron  plates  in 
the  hull  of  the  vessel. 

These  doors  opened  and  admitted  a  quantity  of  water  into  several 
compartments  or  chambers.  This  acted  as  so  much  additional  weight, 
and  the  vessel  sank  easily  and  gracefully  out  of  sight  of  the  surface. 

Down — down — down — and  M.  Manette  began  to  breathe  hard. 

But  he  would  not  give  the  word  to  stop  the  descent,  since  the 
inventor  might  believe  him  cowardly. 

It  was  not  until  they  had  all  but  scraped  the  river  bottom  that  De¬ 
farge  released  the  key,  and,  no  more  water  being  permitted  to  enter, 
the  vessel  sailed  along  completely  enveloped  in  the  water  of  the  river. 

Hitherto  they  had  been  in  darkness. 

But  now  the  inventor  touched  another  key  in  the  series.  Instantly 
every  apartment  in  the  vessel  was  bathed  in  a  flood  of  electric  light. 

The  head-light  darted  its  rays  in  advance  of  the  vessel,  lighting  up 
the  water  so  that  for  a  short  distance  objects  were  as  distinctly  to  be 
seen  as  other  objects  are  in  the  upper  world  ’neath  the  glare  of  the 
noonday  sun. 

“  Look!”  exclaimed  the  inventor. 

M.  Manette  glanced  through  the  glass  into  the  water,  and  an  ex¬ 
pression  of  wonder  and  astonishment  crossed  his  face. 

This  was  caused  by  seeing  before  him,  looking  not  unlike  as  if  sus¬ 
pended  in  the  water,  huge  black  letters  which  formed  the  words — 

“  THE  LITTLE  DEMON.” 

“  That  is  what  I  have  christened  her,”  said  Defarge,  with  a  chuckle. 

“  But  how  is  that  eflect  produced?” 

“  By  simply  having  the  letters  ground  into  the  glass  that  shields 
the  light.  When  thrown  to  a  distance  by  the  concave  reflector,  the 
letters  are  enlarged.  Now,  shall  we  speed  her  along  while  we  are 
submerged?” 

“  As  you  wish.” 

Defarge  proceeded  to  “  speed  her  along,”  and  the  Little  Demon, 
owing  to  her  sharp  and  lengthy  prow  and  tine  lines,  attained  to  a  speed 
such  as  no  surface  vessel  has  ever  reached. 

“  Shall  we  ascend  now?”  quietly  asked  Defarge,  after  a  swift  run  of 
perhaps  half-a-dozen  miles. 

“  Yes,”  was  the  reply,  and  now  M.  Manette  bent  eagerly  forward, 
and  with  the  muscles  of  face  and  body  in  a  state  of  tension,  he  watched 
and  waited  with  bated  breath. 

Another  key  was  depressed  by  the  fingers  of  the  inventor,  fingers 
which  seemed  never  to  act  without  being  followed  by  some  almost 
magical  result. 

Following  the  depression  of  this  key  came  a  clankity — clankity — 
clunk — clank — clankity  sound,  which  M.  Manette  knew  to  be  produced 
by  the  working  of  a  pump,  which  connected  with  the  chambers  that 
were  filled  with  water;  this  last  was  being  drawn  out  now  and  forced 
back  whence  it  had  been  taken. 

For  less  than  ten  seconds  were  they  kept  in  doubt. 

Then  a  smile  of  triumph  overspread  the  inventor’s  face,  while  M. 
Manette  breathed  a  deep  sigh  of  relief. 

“  I  knew  it!”  exclaimed  Defarge,  enthusiastically.  “  Did  I  not  tell 
you  I  could  do  it?” 

“  It  is  a  wonderful  craft!”  exclaimed  M.  Manette.  “But  we  are 
approaching  the  surface  swiftly  now— and  perhaps  this  head-light  had 
better  be  extinguished.” 

“  It  is  now  light  as  day!”  said  the  volatile  Frenchman.  “  Presto!  it 
is  midnight  blackness  now.” 

So  it  was.  He  simply  released  the  key.  In  the  tenth  part  of  a  sec¬ 
ond  thereafter  the  light  was  gone. 

The  surface  was  reached  all  right,  and  the  Little  Demon,  being 
brought  about,  was  headed  up  the  river.  In  a  very  little  while  she 
was  again  in  front  of  Defarge’s  shop  in  Rouen. 

“  You  must  let  me  out  now,”  said  M.  Mauette.  “  I  shall  not  wish 


to  take  possession  of  her  until  to-morrow  night.  During  the  day  ] 
shall  wish  you  to  lie  concealed  at  the  bottom  of  the  river.  To-mor 
row  night  you  will  deliver  her  and  receive  your  pay.” 

M.  Manette  went  back  to  his  hotel. 

A  morning  train  carried  him  away  toward  Paris. 

At  eleven  o’clock  that  night  two  dark  figures  suddenly  appearet 
on  the  dock  in  front  of  Defarge’s  house,  beside  which  lay  the  lov 
black  form  that  the  uninitiated  would  have  taken  for  a  log,  but  whici 
was  the  Little  Demon. 

To  her  deck  the  two  figures  sprang. 

A  movable  plate  in  the  deck  glided  back,  and  the  two  figures  dis 
appeared  down  the  stairs  inside. 

Then  the  door  closed. 

Defarge  now  asked  monsieur  to  watch  him,  as  he  would  now  shov 
him  how  an  electric  light  could  be  produced  in  any  one  room  wbil< 
all  the  othere  were  kept  dark. 

The  inventor  uttered  a  surprised  exclamation  when  he  turned  anc 
caught  a  glimpse  of  his  visitors. 

“  I  hope - ”  he  stammered,  his  face  paling  and  under  jaw  drop 

ping. 

“  It  is  all  right,”  was  the  rather  sharp-toned  rejoinder.  “  Carrj 
the  vessel  off  into  the  stream  at  once.” 

Defarge  scrutinized  the  speaker  closely.  His  face  was  entirely  con¬ 
cealed  by  a  black  velvet  mask,  through  two  orifices  in  which  peeret 
out  a  pair  of  burning  eyes.  The  voice  and  figure,  however,  were 
familiar  to  Defarge,  and  while  not  a  little  puzzled  he  did  not  hesitate 
about  obeying. 

“  Now,”  said  the  man  of  the  velvet  mask,  when  they  were  out  in 
the  stream,  “  go  ahead  and  explain  all  the  workings  of  the  vesse 
very  minutely,  so  that  I  shall  have  no  trouble.” 

Defarge  thought  it  strange,  after  having  gone  through  the  whole 
thing  the  night  before;  still  he  went  through  it  again,  and  very  min¬ 
utely,  too,  as  lie  had  been  requested. 

“  It  is  well,”  said  he  of  the  velvet  mask,  when  all  had  been  thor¬ 
oughly  explained.  “  No  vessel  appears  to  be  near  us,  so  come  iutc 
the  after  room.” 

When  they  reached  the  dining-room  and  kitchen  combined,  just 
abaft  the  Btair  compartment,  the  masked  man  made  a  sign  to  his 
companion. 

The  latter,  a  tall,  powerfully-built  negro,  advanced  to  the  table, 
and  there  stood  as  if  awaiting  farther  orders. 

Defarge  surveyed  the  negro,  beside  whom  he  was  a  very  pigmy, 
with  not  a  little  wonder. 

The  negro  was  all  of  six  feet  three  or  four  inches  in  height,  with  a 
large,  round  head  that  was  joined  to  bis  broad  shoulders  by  a  short 
and  very  thick  neck. 

When  lie  turned  his  sloe-black  eyes  with  their  red  pupils  on  the  in¬ 
ventor  the  latter  shrank  back  in  fear.  Ugh!  that  black  giant  could 
crush  him  with  one  hand. 

Again  the  masked  man  made  a  sign. 

From  beneath  his  coat  the  negro  now  produced  a  bag,  which  he 
flung  down  on  the  table. 

“  There  is  your  pay,  M.  Defarge,”  coldly  said  the  masked  man. 
“  Count  it,  and  see  how  well  you  have  fared.” 

Although  the  construction  of  this  wonderful  vessel  had  been  a 
work  of  love,  the  inventor  was  not  dead  to  the  appeals  of  monej’, 
and  clutching  the  bag,  he  commenced  untying  it. 

Chaucing  to  look  up,  he  saw  a  contemptuous  glance  in  the  eyes 
that  looked  out  from  the  holes  in  the  velvet  mask.  It  said,  as  plainly 
as  words:  “He  would  do  as  the  majority  of  all  mankind — sell  hi3 
soul  as  well  as  his  braius  for  money.  He  clutches  it  as  a  hungry 
dog  does  a  bone.” 

“  1  will  depend  on  yonr  generosity,  monsieur,”  said  Defarge,  with 
a  bow,  ceasing  all  efiorLs  at  untyiug  the  bag. 

The  masked  man  bowed,  and  asked  if  M.  Defarge  would  mind  be¬ 
ing  set  ashore  a  mile  below  his  residence  in  Rouen. 

“  Not  at  all!  Anything  to  oblige  monsieur.” 

Fifteen  minutes  later  the  Little  Demon  was  brought  in  shore  at 
about  the  designated  distance  below  Defarge’s  shop  and  house. 

The  masked  man  with  his  own  hand  touched  the  little  knob  which 
controlled  the  movable  plate  in  the  deck,  which  at  once  opened  up 
the  means  of  egress  for  the  man  who  had  arranged  all  these  cuuning 
contrivances. 

“Good-by,  monsieur,”  said  Defarge,  as  he  paused  at  the  foot  of 
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he  steps.  “  Before  we  part  I  have  one  favor  to  ask  of  you— your 
ame.” 

The  masked  man  laughed. 

“  It  is  a  useless  request,”  he  presently  said. 

“  Monsieur  can  swear  by  my  honor,  can  be  assured  that  I  will  not 
eiray  him  to  his  enemies.  I  ask  it,  as  I  should  like  to  know  into 
diose  hands  has  passed  this  creature  of  my  brain.” 

“  M.  Defarge  will  excuse  any  seeming  impoliteness,  but  minutes 
re  precious  with  me  now,  and  I  canuot  afford  to  waste  them.  But, 
elieve  me” — and  uow  he  spoke  earnestly — <!  I  would  sooner  reveal 
ly  identity  to  you  than  to  any  living  person.  Bui  not  even  to  you 
rill  I  say  ay  or  nay,  for,  should  anything  occur,  it  would  imperil  not 
ly  own  life  alone,  but  that  of  a  thousand  others.  You  will  remember 
he  signal  we  agreed  upon,  and  will  keep  a  set  of  boxes  charged  and 
n  hand  for  me.” 

“  Oui,  monsieur,”  was  the  reply  of  the  disappointed  yet  flattered 
iventor,  who  at  that  instant  made  up  his  mind  that  this  masked  man 
ras  no  ordinary  person.  He  was  certainly  a  nobleman,  if  not  of  a 
oyal  family  itself. 

Defarge  was  an  ardent  communist,  yet  he  instinctively  paid  homage 
o  this  man  as  to  one  made  in  a  superior  mold. 

The  inventor  ascended  the  -stairs,  and  stepped  from  the  deck  to  the 
ow  string-piece. 

The  plate  or  door  glided  shut,  and  locked  in  its  place  with  a  snap. 

A  minute  later  the  Little  Demon  moved  ofl',  followed  by  the  eyes  of 
Marge — eyes  that  grew  very  misty  all  at  once,  for  the  inventor  felt 
.3  if  he  were  losing  a  part  of  his  very  life. 


CHAPTER  III. 

CAPTAIN  DIABOLUS. 

A  burning  hot  sun  shone  out  of  a  cloudless  sky,  and  its  rays  beat 
nercilessly  down  on  the  heads  of  two  persons,  who,  on  a  small  raft, 
vere  the  only  objects  visible  on  a  dreary  waste  of  ever-heaving  water, 
hat  stretched  away  in  every  direction,  until  the  horizon  bent  down 
md  hid  from  sight  other  dreary  miles  stretching  away  beyond. 

One  of  the  persons  on  this  raft  was  a  regular  old  Jack  Tar,  a  genu- 
ne  old  salt,  rough  in  dress  and  speech,  and  bronzed  and  weather- 
jeaten.  But  his  face,  though  seamed  and  wrinkled,  was  one  that 
bowed  honesty  and  manly  courage  in  every  line  of  it,  as  well  as  his 
syes,  of  that  peculiar  blue  tint  that  usually  accompanies  red  hair,  but 
vhich  in  this  instauce  was  coupled  with  hair  of  a  brown  color. 

The  other  person  was  much  younger  in  point  of  years,  certainly  not 
laving  yet  reached  the  age  of  twenty-five.  Ordinarily  he  wore  only 
i  mustache,  but  now  his  unshaven  beard  had  attained  quite  a  length, 
is  had  also  that  of  the  elder  man.  The  young  man  had  dark  hair  and 
>yes,  which  were  in  noticeable  contrast  to  a  very  fair  complexion;  his 
ace  was  tanned  a  little  by  exposure,  to  be  sure,  but  when  his  sleeve 
vas  rolled  up  it  displayed  skin  that  was  as  white  as  milk. 

He  was  dressed  rather  better  than  his  companion,  being  clad  in  a 
suit  that  once  had  been  handsome  as  well  as  becoming  to  him,  being 
itill  recognizable  as  the  suit  of  a  cadet  midshipman — showing  that 
ae  had  graduated  at  Annapolis,  and  had  seen  service  just  prior  to  the 
svents  that  had  led  to  his  being  adrift  on  a  raft  in  mid-ocean. 

For  the  fiftieth  time  that  day  Bill  Brace  weakly  raised  himself  to  his 
'eet,  and,  while  he  steadied  himself  by  clinging  to  the  mast  they  had 
jut  up  and  clapped  a  shirt  on  for  a  sail,  he  scanned  the  horizon  in 
3earch  of  a  vessel  which  would  rescue  them  from  impending  death. 

And,  for  the  fiftieth  time  that  day,  Bill  Brace  sank  down  again  on 
the  raft  with  a  hollow  groan. 

No  sail  was  in  sight. 

Nor  was  there  any  long  line  of  floating  smoke  which  would  tell  of 
a  steamer’s  presence  on  that  dreary  waste  of  heaving  waters. 

“  Well,  Bill,  don't  you  think  it’s  about  time  to  give  up  hope?”  and 
as  Tom  Hunt  nsked  the  question  a  wan  smile  parted  his  lips.  “  It  is 
foolish,  Bill,  to  hope  where  there  is  no  reason  for  hope,  and  men  in 
such  a  position  as  this  have  an  opportunity  for  displaying  greater 
bravery  than  is  needed  to  face  booming  guns  and  flying  shot  and 
shells.”  *  : 

“  Lad,”  and  Bill  ppoke  very  earnestly,  “  f  speak  God’s  truth  when  I 
say  that  for  myself  I  doesn’t  care  a  pinch  of  rapparee.  I’m  an  old 
hulk  now,  with  lots  of  unsound  timber,  fit  only  to  be  broken  up,  an* 
bein’  of  no  mortal  use,  it  don’t  make  no  difference  when  I  am  hauled 
up  short  in  the  lee  of  a  graveyard,  if  so  be  it  had  been  my  fate  to  die  I 
ashore.  But,  lad,  I  sailed  under  your  father,  as  was  Captain  Hunt,  I 


and  I  loved  the  ground  that  man  walked  on;  an’  when  he  went  down 
in  battle-hit  by  a  piece  of  busted  shell— I  helped  carry  him  below. 

“  When  I  heerd  as  how  you’d  gone  to  the  academy  I  was  right 
glad.  I  kept  track  of  you,  and  when  you  shipped,  got  transferred  to 
the  same  vessel.  My  heart  was  set— and  is  still— on  seeing  you  wear 
shoulder  straps,  an’  it’s  that  what  makes  me  feel  bad  about  this 

thing.” 

Bill’s  speech  has  told  a  portion  of  the  tale,  for  it  tells  us  that  they 
were  together  on  board  ship.  That  ship  had  caught  fire  at  sea,  and 
burning  to  the  water’s  edge,  had  then  plunged  out  of  sight  into  the 
depths  of  the  ocean. 

During  those  few  terrible  hours  when  all  hands  strove  but  in  vain 
—to  save  the  doomed  vessel,  Bill  Brace  and  Tom  Hunt  had  clung 
closely  together,  and  when  at  last  all  hands  left  the  vessel,  the}  had 
missed  getting  into  a  boat,  and  had  taken  to  a  floating  hatch. 

The  explosion  of  the  magazine  filled  the  water  with  fragments  of 
wood,  which  they  had  collected  and  fastened  together,  forming  a  laft 
that  was  so  frail  that  it  could  never  have  lived  a  day  in  any  latitude 
except  that  in  which  they  were,  and  at  that  season  of  the  year  when 
the  winds  are  very  light. 

Separation  from  the  others  who  were  shipwrecked  followed,  and 
now  they  had  been  drifting  about  under  that  scorching  sun  for  five 
whole  days,  during  which  time  no  food  or  drink  had  passed  their  lips. 

The  torrid  sun  seemed  to  dry  them  up,  to  suck  the  very  life  from 
their  bodies,  and  already  their  cheeks  were  sunken  like  those  of  people 
wasted  by  fevers,  and  they  had  become  very  weak. 

With  feelings  of  relief  they  saw  the  sun  sink  toward  the  western  hori¬ 
zon,  for  the  nights  were  more  bearable  than  the  days. 

Both  were  stretched  out  on  the  raft,  weak,  listless.  But  both  were 
suddenly  electrified  by  a  sound  other  than  that  of  the  rolling  waves. 

It  was  the  sound  of  something— a  vessel — as  her  bow  cleft  the  water, 
producing  a  peculiar  sound  that  approaches  nearer  to  the  hiss  of  es¬ 
caping  steam  than  anything  else. 

They  sat  up. 

At  the  same  instant  both  espied  something  that  filled  them  with 
wonder,  and  at  the  same  instant  both  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise  and 
amazement. 

Right  near  them  a  long,  dark  streak  was  rushing  through  the  water. 
Where  the  crests  of  the  waves  rolled  high,  the  dark  object  was  lost  to 
sight,  but  the  hollows  showed  four  or  five  feet  of  a  black-painted  iron 
hull. 

“  One  of  them  new  monitors  what’s  only  a  foot  out  of  water!”  ex¬ 
claimed  Bill  Brace.  “  Wonder  if  she  belongs  to  Uncle  Sam?” 

Then  Bill  ceased  to  make  comments,  and  using  his  lungs  for  all  they 
were  worth,  began  to  bawl: 

“  Gun-boat  ahoy!  Ship  ahoy!” 

This  he  did  because  from  her  actions  the  strange  craft  seemed  as  if 
about  to  pass  without  paying  any  attention  to  them.  In  fact,  the 
Little  Demon,  for  such  the  craft  was,  did  pass  by,  and  Bill  began  to 
swear  as  only  a  regular  old  sea-dog  can,  cursing  the  vessel  and  her 
captain  as  a  fiend. 

“  Take  in  a  reef,  Bill,”  said  Tom,  a  moment  later.  “  See,  the  craft 
is  turning  and  coming  back.” 

Such  was  the  case. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  Little  Demon  was  beside  the  raft.  The  door 
opened  in  her  deck,  and  from  below  a  stem  voice  came  floating  up: 

“  you  wish  to  come  aboard  be  quick  about  it,  for  I  don’t  wish  to 
ship  a  sea.” 

The  friends  looked  at  each  other. 

They  did  not  like  the  accent  of  that  voice.  But  it  was  death  to  re¬ 
main  on  the  raft,  so  they  must  make  the  best  of  it,  and  accept  this 
gruff  invitation  with  the  best  possible  grace. 

Down  the  stairs  they  went. 

The  door  closed  behind  them. 

They  were  now  in  dense  darkness.  This,  however,  was  suddenly  dis¬ 
pelled,  the  apartment  being  filled  with  the  brilliant  rays  of  an  electric 
light.  What  that  light  revealed  sent  a  chill  to  the  hearts  of  Bill  and 
Tom,  for  before  them  they  saw  a  powerful  man,  of  mysterious  appear- 
ance,  whose  face  was  hidden  by  a  mask  of  black  velvet,  and  beside 
him  a  gigantic  negro,  who  clutched  a  big  revolver  in  either  hand. 

“  By  your  dress  I  see  that  you  are  American  seamen,”  said  the 
masked  mau,  in  good  English,  but  coupled  with  an  accent  that  told  he 
was  of  anotbor  race.  “  \ou  will  please  divest  yourselves  of  any  weap¬ 
ons  you  may  have  about  you.” 
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They  glanced  at  each  other. 

Should  they  obey? 

Was  there  not  something  ominous  in  this  order?  Did  it  not  portend 
that  they  were  to  become  prisoners? 

Each  read  in  the  other’s  eye — “  resist.” 

“  Gentlemen,  you  must  obey  me  or  die!”  and  the  speaker’s  voice 
was  as  cold  as  ice  and  as  hard  as  steel.  “  And  I  shall  not  even  take 
the  trouble  to  put  you  back  on  the  raft.  Indeed,  had  you  been  any¬ 
thing  but  Americans,  I  should  not  even  have  paused.” 

They  saw  that  resistance  would  be  worse  than  useless,  and  reluct¬ 
antly  divested  themselves  of  all  the  weapons  they  had. 

“  You  are  to  be  congratulated.  You  have  already  earned  a  place 
in  my  esteem  by  your  prompt  compliance  with  my  wishes.  Henceforth 
you  can  consider  yourselves  articled  as  belonging  to  the  Little  Demon. 
Saving  your  life  is  the  bounty  you  have  received,  and  the  continued 
sparing  of  your  lives  will  depend  on  your  good  behavior.” 

“  Well,”  said  Bill  Brace,  plucking  up  a  little  courage,  “  I  always 
like  to  know  the  name  of  the  captaiu  I  sail  under.” 

“  You  shall  know  it.  I  am  Captain  Diabolus!” 

“  Meaning  the  devil,  I  reckon,”  and  then  Bill  added,  under  his 
breath:  “  You  look  it  an’  act  it.” 

“  And  I,”  said  Tom,  “  always  like  to  know  the  object  that  my  ser¬ 
vices  are  to  assist  in  reaching.” 

“  Would  you  like  to  know?”  and  Captain  Diabolus  bent  toward  them 
and  flashed  his  burning  eyes  from  oue  to  the  other.  “Then  you  shall 
learn  it— at  the  cost  of  your  lives! 

“  My  object  is  the  murder  of  the  czar  and  the  overthrow  of  the  Rus¬ 
sian  government!  I  am  a  Nihilist! 

“  Had  you  been  content  to  serve  me  without  asking  questions,  you 
would  have  been  released  when  my  aim  is  accomplished.  As  it  now 
stands,  you  shall  certainly  die  on  the  day  that  I  learn  that  the  czar 
has  fallen  a  victim  to  our  plottings.  From  now  henceforth  a  sentence 
of  death  hangs  over  your  heads!  Any  imprudence  on  your  parts,  any 
swerving  from  a  strict  fidelity  to  my  interests,  will  hasten  the  event. 
So  have  a  care!” 

Turning  on  his  heel  he  went  to  the  pilot-house.  The  giant  negro 
beckoned  them  to  follow  him.  Entering  the  dining-room,  they  were 
given  a  good  meal,  while  they  were  eating  which  the  negro  disap¬ 
peared. 

A  minute  before  he  did  so  they  saw  him  place  their  weapons  and  his 
own  in  a  sort  of  locker. 

“  Our  weapons,  Bill!”  exclaimed  Tom,  in  a  low  tone. 

Bill,  nearest  the  locker,  sprang  toward  it.  He  laid  his  hand  on  the 
cover  to  raise  it,  then  reeled  back  gasping. 

The  locker  wa3  guarded  by  something  safer  than  lock  and  key.  It 
was  guarded  by  an  unfailing  watch  dog,  an  electric  current,  which  had 
given  Bill  a  violent  shock. 

It  took  him  fully  ten  minutes  to  recover  himself,  and  then,  hearing 
footsteps,  both  began  paying  strict  attention  to  the  food  before  them. 

Captain  Diabolus  stood  in  the  doorway  for  a  minute,  a  quizzical 
smile  wreathing  his  lips,  and  then  he  disappeared. 

“  He  knows  it,”  said  Bill. 

Tom  nodded. 

“  I’m  afraid  of  that  man,”  said  the  tar. 

“  So  am  I,”  was  the  honest  rejoinder. 

They  were  kept  confined  to  this  one  room  for  the  present,  and  knew 
nothing  of  where  they  were  or  were  going.  They  conversed  only  in 
whispers,  for,  while  the  negro  never  uttered  a  word,  a  cunning  leer  on 
his  face  made  them  believe  that  lie  could  hear,  even  though  it  was 
possible  that  he  could  not  speak. 

All  they  could  tell  was  when  the  vessel  was  moving  or  was  at  rest. 

This  last  they  knew  to  be  the  case  when  of  a  sudden  the  stillness 
was  broken  by  a  pistol  shot,  followed  by  a  score  of  other  reports, 
mingling  with  hoarse  shouts. 

But  they  could  not  see  Captain  Diabolus,  with  bis  black  velvet  mask, 
who  was  just  emerging  through  the  deck  door,  when  a  party  of  horse¬ 
man,  who  had  reined  in  just  at  the  edge  of  the  low  bluff  beside  which 
the  Little  Demon  was  lying,  began  to  tire  at  the  masked  man  in  re¬ 
sponse  to  the  frenzied  order  of  their  leader. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

TAKEN  INTO  CONFIDENCE. 

Is  breathless  suspense  Tom  Hunt  and  Bill  Brace  waited  for  the  out¬ 
come  of  the  firing  of  revolvers  and  muskets  which  had  suddenly 


saluted  their  ears.  Of  the  circumstances  under  which  the  firing  was 
done  they  had  no  knowledge  whatever,  not  enough  even  on  which  to 
base  a  guess.  But  they  glanced  at  each  other,  and  saw  that  each  was 
filled  with  a  hope  that  it  would  tend  to  their  deliverance. 

Their  position  on  board  the  Little  Demon  was  not  an  enviable  one, 
it  being  the  reverse  of  pleasant  to  feel  that  their  lease  of  life  rested  in 
the  hands  of  this  Captain  Diabolus,  whose  sternness  of  manner  and 
tone  could  leave  no  doubt  in  their  minds  that  lie  would  order  their 
death  the  moment  their  presence  at  all  interfered  with  his  plans. 

The  Little  Demon  had  been  “laid  to ’’just  at  the  foot  of  a  low  bluff, 
against  which  the  waters  rippled  and  broke  with  a  monotonous  though 
musical  sound. 

Very  careful  had  Captain  Diabolus  been  to  bring  the  vessel  to  just 
opposite  a  tall,  blasted  tree  on  the  shore,  which  would  naturally — as  a 
prominent  and  easily  remembered  object — have  been  selected  as  a 
rendezvous  or  place  of  meeting. 

And  such  was  the  case. 

Captain  Diabolus  bad  come  here  to  meet  somebodj',  but  not  that 
band  of  horsemen  who  at  sight  of  him  commenced  firing  at  him  with 
deadly  purpose. 

When  he  had  looked  from  the  pilot  house  window  a  minute  before, 
these  horsemen  had  not  been  visible.  They  had  put  in  an  appearance 
while  he  was  mounting  the  stairs  and  opening  the  deck  door,  as  his 
head  appeared  above  which  the  fusillade  began. 

Following  the  first  report  a  bullet  whizzed  by  his  head,  missing  its 
mark  by  no  more  space  than  an  inch. 

With  a  startled  movement  and  a  low  exclamation  of  alarm,  Captain 
Diabolus  betrayed  his  surprise.  But  he  never  lost  his  self-control,  and 
in  a  couple  of  seconds  was  as  calm  as  though  the  bullets  were  not 
flying  about  his  head  with  the  buzzing  of  a  swarm  of  bee3. 

One  swift  glance  his  fiery  eyes  flashed  over  that  group  of  horsemen, 
and  then  his  never  absent  revolver  was  quickly  aimed  at  the  leader  of 
the  party  of  horsemen. 

Crack! 

Then  a  groan. 

Then  the  heavy  thud  of  a  falling  body.  / 

His  aim  had  been  more  true  than  theirs,  and  the  leader  fell  heavily 
from  his  saddle,  a  bullet  having  pierced  his  brain. 

“One  blow  for  Nihilism!”  cried  Captaiu  Diabolus,  and  then  dived' 
into  the  vessel,  touched  a  spring,  and  the  movable  plate  shot  into  its 
place. 

To  the  pilot  house  sprang  the  masked  man,  a  scornful  smile  curlingj 
his  lip,  and  seen  through  the  partially  opened  door  by  Tom  and  Bill} 
the  hope  that  had  entered  their  hearts  died  a  violent  death. 

When  he  reached  the  wheel,  Captain  Diabolus  manipulated  the  keys,] 
and  the  Little  Demon,  responsive  to  the  electric  current,  began  to| 
move  away  from  the  spot. 

For  several  minutes  her  course  was  such  that  Captain  Diabolus 
could  see  the  group  of  horsemen,  and  his  lips  were  wreathed  with  a 
bitter  and  sarcastic  smile. 

Tiie  loss  of  their  leadet  paralyzed  the  others  for  a  few  seconds. 

Then,  as  the  Little  Demon  moved  away,  they  began  firing  at  her. 

Following  the  frequent  and  rapid  reports  of  fire-arms  came  the  dull 
— “  pung— pung!”  as  the  bullets  struck  the  vessel’s  iron  sides  with  a 
hollow  sound. 

Captain  Diabolus  laughed  scornfully. 

“  The  fools!”  he  muttered.  “  They  are  crazy  when  they  think  they 
can  harm  the  vessel  with  their  weapons.  Bah!  They  might  as  well; 
be  armed  with  pop  guns.” 

In  a  minute  or  two  more  the  Demon  was  beyond  reach  of  the  futile, 
bullets  of  the  horsemen,  and  the  firing  had  ceased. 

Now,  the  face  of  Captain  Diabolus  became  grave  in  expression. 

“  They  were  not  there  by  chance,”  be  soliloquized.  “  But  how  did; 
they  learn  of  the  Demon’s  existence?  The  telegraph  carries  messages 
rapidly,  and  the  czar  may  have  heard  of  the  vessel’s  being  seen  in 
America.  But  how  did  they  learn  that  the  Demon  would  be  here,  and 
at  this  precise  time?  Can  there  be  a  traitor  in  the  camp?” 

His  eyes  flashed,  his  breath  was  suppressed,  his  hands  were 
clenched. 

If  there  was  a  traitor  in  the  camp,  and  he  fell  in  the  way  of  Captain 
Diabolus,  his  fate  was  as  certainly  sealed  as  though  he  were  already  a 
corpse. 

The  Demon  never  paused  until  out  of  sight  of  land.  Then  again 
her  captain  manipulated  the  keys,  and  tho  vessel  soon  after  was  lying 


6 


THE  LITTLE  DEMON. 


motionless  of  herself,  but  was  rolled  by  the  waves  like  some  gigantic 

log. 

Soon  after  this,  Quacco,  the  giant  negro,  suddenly  appeared  to  Tom 
and  Bill.  After  bending  on  them  a  piercing  and  malevolent  look,  he 
beckoned  them  to  follow  him. 

“  There’s  no  use  in  kicking  against  the  pricks,”  said  Tom,  sotto 
voce ,  and  Bill  acquiescing  by  a  nod,  they  followed  the  silent  negro  to 
the  pdot  house. 

There  they  saw  Captain  Diabolus,  sitting  down,  his  head  bent  in  his 
hand,  apparently  in  deep  thought.  At  first  the  two  captives  were 
content  to  wait  the  captain’s  pleasure,  but  it  grew  to  be  monotonous 
work  when  they  had  been  kept  stauding  there  for  fully  fifteen 

miuutes. 

“  Did  you  send  for  us?”  was  a  question  that  was  on  Tom’s  lips' 
when  it  was  cut  short  by  the  watchful  Quacco,  who  stood  near  enough 
to  reach  out  his  long  arm,  and  clutch  his  strong  fingers  on  Tom’s 

j 

throat. 

When  he  had  choked  down  the  question,  he  made  a  warning  gesture 
that  they  must  not  break  silence  until  given  permission  by  the  masked 
individual  who  controlled  their  destinies. 

Brought  up  to  look  down  on  a  negro  as  an  inferior  being,  Tom  felt 
like  resenting  the  indignity  of  being  clutched  by  the  throat  by  Quacco. 
When  he  had  cast  one  wrathful  glance  at  the  burly  figure  of  the  negro, 
however,  he  curbed  his  temper  and  silenced  his  tongue. 

Captain  Diabolus  brought  his  ruminations  to  a  conclusion  with  a 
deep-drawn  breath,  raised  his  head,  and  fixed  his  eyes  first  on  one  and 
then  on  the  other  of  his  captives. 

“  Gentlemen,”  he  finally  said,  in  a  courteous,  though  severe  and 
icy-cold  tone,  “gentlemen,  a  life  of  sheer  inactivity  must  be  irksome 
to  you,  and  I  have  decided  to,  in  some  measure,  take  you  into  my 
confidence,  and  give  you  work  to  do.  You,  sir,  have  been  an  officer?” 
to  Tom. 

“  I  have.” 

“  And  consequently  understand  navigation  to  a  greater  or  less 
extent?” 

“  I  do.” 

“  Then,  henceforth,  when  I  am  not  at  the  wheel  myself,  your  place 
is  here  in  the  pilothouse.  And  yours”— to  Bill  Brace— “is  to  manufac¬ 
ture  torpedoes,  the  materials  for  which  are  on  board.  I  will  instruct 
you  how  to  do  the  work  at  the  first  opportunity.  Now,  then  ”— to 
Tom — “  I  wish  to  rest,  and  shall  go  into  my  apartment.  You  will 
remain  here  at  the  wheel,  and  keep  the  Demon  moving  slowly,  so  as 
to  avoid  this  constant  and  disagreeable  rolling;  and  you  will  endeavor 
to  run  to  and  fro  so  as  to  keep  our  present  position  the  center  of  your 
movements.  You  ”— to  Bill — “will  now  retire,  understanding  this, 
that  under  no  circumstances  are  you  to  ever  enter  the  pilot  house 
while  your  companion  is  here.” 

Captain  Diabolus  paused. 

Bill  Brace  glanced  at  Tom,  and  then  slowly  retired,  leaving  the 
three  persons  together. 

Captain  Diabolus  now  instructed  Tom  as  to  the  use  of  a  certain 
number  of  keys,  those  that  controlled  the  movements  of  the  vessel, 
which  done,  he  retired  to  his  apartment,  forward  of  the  pilot  house, 
after  watching  Tom  start  the  vessel. 

When  Captain  Diabolus  had  disappeared,  Quacco  drew  out  a  blanket 
and  stretched  it  across  the  captain’s  doorway.  On  this  blanket  he  flung 
himself,  and  there  lay  like  some  watch-dog. 

Nearly  a  week  passed  thus,  Bill  Bruce  still  idle,  not  having  been  yet 
instructed  in  the  manufacture  of  the  torpedoes,  while  Tom  took  occa¬ 
sional  spells  at  the  steering-wheel. 

Then  one  day  he  and  Bill  were  ordered  into  the  back  room. 

Captain  Diabolus  took  the  wheel  into  his  own  hands,  and  after  night 
had  fallen  headed  the  Demon  toward  the  shore,  aud  finally  laid  her  to 
at  exactly  the  spot  where  he  had  been  fired  upon. 

After  half  an  hour’s  watching  and  waiting  for  some  indication  of  an 
enemy’s  presence,  Captain  Diabolus  touched  the  spring  and  tiie  deck- 
door  opened.  Again  he  waited  a  little,  not  as  a  cowardly  man  would, 
but  with  the  caution  that  a  brave  man  uses  who  knows  that  his  life  is 
of  value  in  the  cause  in  which  he  is  engaged. 

Finally  tie  went  ashore,  and  with  cautious  step  advanced  to  the  base 
of  the  big  blasted  tree  which  formed  so  prominent  a  landmark. 

Now,  taking  of!  the  metal  shield  of  a  small,  wax  taper,  that  lie  had 
lighted  before  leaving  the  vessel,  he  raised  it  higher,  that  its  rays 
might  penetrate  the  darkness  as  far  as  possible. 


He  soon  discovered  what  lie  was  looking  for,  a  large  flat  stone 
situated  about  ten  Teet  from  the  base  of  the  tree.  This  lie  lifted, 
possessed  himself  of  some  papers  beneath  it,  restored  it  carefully  to 
its  positiou,  then  returned  to  the  Demon. 

When  a  few  miles  from  shore  Torn  was  called  to  the  wheel,  and, 
seated  in  the  chart-room,  Captain  Diabolus  broke  the  seals  of  the 
communications  taken  from  beneath  the  stone. 

“  Curses  on  him!”  he  presently  hissed,  as  lie  finished  reading  one 
communication  and  crushed  it  in  his  hand.  “  He  a  traitor!  I  should 
not  have  suspected  him ;  iudeed,  my  confidence  in  him  was  so  great 
that  I  came  near  to  revealing  my  true  identity  to  him.  It  is  well  that 
I  did  not.  He  has  done  this  to  curry  favor  with  the  czar.  Poor  fool! 
He  little  dreams  that  there  are  those  connected  with  us  to  whom  the 
czar  lays  bare  bis  very  heart,  from  whom  the  czar  lias  no  secrets.  His 
treachery  will  cost  him  his  life!”  and  the  mysterious  man  smiled 
grimly. 

The  other  communications  seemed  to  be  of  a  pleasing  nature,  and 
exclamations  cf:  “  Sharp!”  “  Good!”  “  Shrewd!”  “  A  clever 
move!”  frequently  fell  from  bis  lips,  for  he  was  reading  how  the 
traitor  had  been  discovered,  dogged  and  pumped. 

“  We  will  be  ofl'  for  Paris,”  muttered  Captain  Diabolus,  arising 
and  securing  these  papers  on  his  person. 

“  Do  you  know  our  present  position?”  he  inquired  of  Tom,  ad¬ 
vancing  and  pausing  beside  him. 

“  I  do  not.” 

“  Then  I  will  show. you  on  the  chart.  Follow  me!”  making  a  sign 
to  Quacco  to  take  hold  of  the  wheel  and  keep  the  vessel  steady. 

“  Here  is  our  position,”  he  said,  pointing  with  his  finger.  “Now, 
we  want  to  go  to  Paris.  Show  me  the  line  you  would  follow.” 

Tom  quickly  traced  out  the  course. 

“  Good!”  exclaimed  the  captain.  “  Follow  that  course.  I  will 
relieve  you  now  and  then.” 


CHAPTER  Y. 


AT  PARIS. 

Although  he  hated  and  feared  Captain  Diabolus,  and  would  have 
given  worlds  to  have  been  safely  out  of  the  Demon,  yet  Tom  could 
not  help  feeling  pleased  and  gratified  at  this  expression  of  confi¬ 
dence  in  his  ability. 

He  was  enough  of  a  sailor  to  love  any  kind  of  a  craft  that  made 
the  water  its  home,  and  the  Demon  appealed  to  his  heart  very 
strongly  on  account  of  the  ingenuity  displayed  in  her  construction, 
as  well  as  from  the  fact  of  her  superiority  over  all  other  vessels 
which  Torn  had  ever  seen  or  heard  of. 

He  was  now  allowed  some  latitude  of  action  as  regarded  the 
regulation  of  the  Demon’s  speed,  and  when  he  had  put  her  “  to  her 
trumps  and  saw  how  she  darted  along,  like  an  arrow  from  a  bow, 
bis  enthusiasm  began  to  develop. 

Captain  Diabolus  was  a  shrewd  observer,  and  he  smiled  knowingly 

as  lie  watched  Tom,  and  noted  how  this  enthusiasm  grew  upon 
him. 


He  knew  that  seamen,  after  a  while,  come  to  love  the  vessel  they 
are  in  much  as  a  man  loves  his  wife.  Indeed,  instances  have  been 
known  where  vessels  have  been  captured  in  battle,  that  her  men 

stuck  to  her  and  fought  their  old  allies  under  the  conqueror’s 
flag. 

This  love  for  the  Demon  would  tend  to  make  both  Tom  and  Bill 
more  reliable,  if,  indeed,  it  did  not  eventually  prove  to  be  a  lever 

by  means  of  which  he  could  bind  them,  heart  and  soul,  to  himself 
and  to  the  cause  lie  represented. 

And  while  neither  Tom  nor  Bill  guessed  it,  Captain  Diabolus  would 
have  willingly  given  fifty  thousand  dollars,  could  the  money  insure 

their  fidelity  to  him,  and  given  them  the  conviction  that  the  Nihilist’s 
cause  was  a  worthy  one.  , 

“  I  intend  to  bestow  on  you  another  mark  of  confidence,”  Captain 
Diabolus  said,  as  Tom  came  back  to  the  wheel  after  a  rest  “  I  am 
going  to  show  you  how  you  can  sink  the  Demon,  and  cause  her  to 

ascend  to  the  surface,”  and  in  accordance  with  the  words  proceeded 
to  do  so.  r 

It  would  have  been  singular  11  Torn  had  not  begun  to  tbiuk  that 
Captain  Diabolus  was  a  better  man  than  he  had  supposed.  He 
.hanked  him  for  this  new  expression  of  oonfldence  in  warmer  tones 
than  he  had  before  addressed  to  the  masked  and  mysterious  in- 
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dividual,  who  hid  his  real  identity  beneath  a  name  which  could  sug- 
gsst  nothing  save  the  worst  traits  of  human  nature. 

“  You  have  nothing  for  which  to  thank  me,”  was  the  brusk  reply. 

Dou  t  think  for  a  moment  that  I  trust  you  except  for  my  own 
convenience,  knowing  at  the  same  time  that  you  can  make  no  mis¬ 
use  of  the  power  I  place  in  your  hands.  I  have  intrusted  you  with 
a  knowledge  of  the  power  of  only  a  few  keys.  The  others  you  cau- 
uot  conceive  the  use  of — and  disaster  would  follow  any  experiments 
to  find  out.  One  of  these  keys  being  depressed,  would  send  an 
electric  spark  into  a  concealed  magazine  of  dynamite — the  result  of 
which  is  needless  for  me  to  describe.  You  now  understand  the  peril 
of  fooling  with  the  keys  except  those  whose  use  I  have  described.” 

Finishing  his  remarks  in  a  very  stern  voice,  he  turned  on  his  heel 
and  left  Tom  alone,  with  cold  chills  creeping  up  and  down  his  spinal 
colutan. 

“  He  is  a  born  demon!”  was  the  thought  that  presented  itself  to 
Tom’s  mind. 

It  was  terrible  to  think  that  on  board  of  the  Demon  there  was 
such  a  magazine,  which,  at  the  will  of  Captain  Diabolus,  could  send 
them  all  to  destruction.  And  Tom  had  seen  enough  of  the  man  to 
know  that  should  they  ever  get  into  a  place  whence  escape  was  im¬ 
possible,  her  captain  would  destroy  himself  and  the  vessel  rather 
than  have  his  cherished  identity  discovered,  or  the  Demon  fall  into 
the  hands  of  his  enemies. 

Tom  shuddered  visibly,  when  next  it  became  necessary  to  touch 
one  of  the  keys. 

He  was  almost  as  much  afraid  of  them  now  as  he  would  have 
been  of  an  equal  number  of  rattlesnakes. 

The  Demon  certainly  was  a  wonderful  vessel.  Tom  had  learned 
first  to  admire  and  then  to  love  her,  but  he  longed  to  be  anywhere 
in  the  world — as  long  as  solid  ground  was  under  his  feet — than  on 
board  of  her. 

It  was  like  living  and  sleeping  over  a  concealed  mine,  whose  ex¬ 
istence  was  known  and  yet  could  not  be  avoided.  It  was  all  like 
some  hideous  nightmare,  his  prayers  for  which  to  pass  away  seemed 
to  be  unheard  and  unanswered. 

Then  occurred  to  Tom  a  reflection  which  for  a  while  made  his 
heart  quake. 

Each  key  wa3  connected  with  a  wire. 

This  his  common  sense  told  him. 

Suppose  these  wires  should  some  time  become  fouled?  In  that 
case,  when  he  touched  the  key  to  send  the  Demon  ahead,  he  might, 
instead,  explode  the  magazine. 

Tom  was  no  coward.  Not  at  all.  He  was  an  exceptionally  brave 
young  fellow,  but  no  human  being  with  nerves  could  have  failed  to 
be  horrified  by  the  knowledge  of  living  in  the  midst  of  such  perils. 

However,  as  time  passed  by  without  any  unforeseen  accident  occur¬ 
ring,  Tom  began  to  feel  more  confidence,  and  finally  succeeded  in 
quietiug  his  apprehensions.  He  had  done  his  best  to  keep  his  fears 
to  himself,  that  Captain  Diabolus  might  see  no  evidence  of  his  weak¬ 
ness.  If  Captain  Diabolus  observed  anything  he  certainly  gave  no 
sign,  and  Tom  fancied  that  the  “horrors”  which  he  had  experienced 
were  known  only  to  himself. 

Another  element  of  danger  was  when  Bill  Brace  was  set  to  work 
manufacturing  torpedoes  and  hand-grenades,  the  latter  a  small  tor¬ 
pedo  to  be  flung  by  hand,  which  exploded  on  concussion. 

“  The  least  imprudence,  the  least  carelessness,  will  send  the  vessel 
and  all  of  ns  to  kingdom  come,”  Captain  Diabolus  had  told  Bill 
Brace.  “  Be  careful,  now,  or  careless,  as  you  please.'*  I  have  ex¬ 
plained  the  consequences,  aud  acquitted  myself  of  my  duty!” 

Tom’s  heart  was  in  his  mouth  when  first  he  saw  Bill  engaged  in 
manufacturing  these  terrible  instruments  of  destruction,  for  the  old 
tar’s  fintrers  were  very  thick  and  clumsy,  causing  him  to  handle  the 
dangerous  materials  very  awkwardly. 

Once  Bill  let  a  just-completed  hand-grenade  slip  from  his  fingers. 
By  an  effort  he  managed  to  catch  it  ere  it  struck,  had  it  done  which— 
ugh! 

“  For  Heaven’s  sake,  Bill,  be  careful!”  gasped  Tom,  pale  as  a 
ghost,  with  his  face  and  forehead  beaded  with  cold  sweat. 

*  “  For  your  sake  I_ffiill  be,”  said  Bill,  presently,  “  for  I  wants  to  see 
yoa  some  day  with  shoulder  straps,  as  you  know.  But  if  I  was  here 
without  yon,  I’ll  be  blasted  if  I  wouldn't  jest  as  soon  drop  one  of  these 

things  an’  be  bio  wed  to  pieces,  jest  for  the  satisfaction  of  sendin’ 

•  ,)S  Cap-am  Diabolus  back  to  his  brimstone  an’  sulphur  hotel.” 


Warning  Bill  to  be  careful  once  more,  Tom  withdrew,  it  being  time 
to  return  to  the  wheel.  . 

After  a  very  quick  run,  considering  it3  distance,  the  Demon  arrived 
otf  the  mouth  of  the  Hver  Seine. 

Now,  by  direction  of  Captain  Diabolus,  the  Demon  was  sunk  be¬ 
neath  the  surface,  and  thus  uuseen,  made  her  way  up  the  river,  corning 
to  the  surface  only  after  night  had  fallen,  with  Rouen  not  far 
away. 

It  was  about  ten  o’clock  that  Defarge,  the  inventor,  received  a  visit 
from  the  purchaser  of  his  vessel,  whose  face  was  still  kept  carefully 
concealed  behind  the  black  velvet  mask. 

“  la  M.  Defarge  ready  with  the  boxes?”  inquired  Captain  Diabolus^ 
coming  directly  to  business. 

“  Oui,  monsieur.  And  the  Little  Demon,  (the  *  Little  Darling,’  I 
might  say),  is  she  not  a  success?  She  does  ali  I  guaranteed  her  to?” 

“  She  does.” 

“  I  knew  it — I  knew  it,”  Defarge  delightedly  said.  “  It  was  a  grand 
idea,  the  building  of  such  a  vessel.”  And  then  sinking  his  voice,  he 
cautiously  said:  “She  has  been  seen,  monsieur.  Reports — vague 
reports,  to  bo  sure,  have  found  their  way  into  the  papers.  But  they 
know  no  more  than  from  just  seeing  her  outside?” 

Captain  Diabolus  bowed  affirmatively. 

“  It  is  one  grand  Recret,”  said  the  excitable  Frenchman.  “  Ahl 
there  never  was  such  a  secret,”  and  he  laughed  exultantly. 

At  once  they  went  to  work  to  transfer  the  charged  boxes  of 
electricity  on  board  of  the  Demon,  removing  those  which  were  now 
useless,  to  be  left  with  M.  Defarge  for  recharging. 

When  this  was  done  Defarge  was  given  a  dispatch  to  send  to  Paris,, 
after  which  Captaiu  Diabolus  gave  bim  some  money  and  then  boarded 
the  Demon. 

At  midnight  the  next  night  the  Demon  glided  softly  through  the 
water,  without  pioducing  more  than  a  ripple,  and  paused  when  she 
reached  the  first  of  the  noble  bridges  which  span  the  river  at- 
Paris. 

Hardly  had  the  head  of  Captain  Diabolus  emerged  above  the  level 
of  the  deck  when  he  was  saluted  by  a  low  hiss,  which  informed  him 
that  the  expected  person  was  in  waiting.  Could  that  person  have 
seen  the  sardonic  smile  on  the  captain’s  face,  he  would  at  once  have 
run  for  his  life. 

Diabolus  called  to  the  ether  in  a  low  tone  to  come  on  board. 

The  man  hesitated  about  complying,  as  if  assailed  by  some  secret 
fear.  But  his  fears  were  lulled,  his  senses  beguiled,  by  the  warmth 
and  friendliness  of  the  voice  of  Captain  Diabolus,  and,  perhaps,  a  cur¬ 
iosity  to  see  the  wonderful  vessel  and  go  inside  of  her  had  some 
weight. 

He  sprang  to  the  Demon’s  deck,  then  followed  the  captain  down¬ 
stairs. 

Diabolus  touched  a  spring,  and  the  movable  plate  went  into  its 
place  with  a  snap.  An  instant  later  aud  the  dark  compartment  wag 
bathed  in  a  flood  of  light. 

The  visitor  started  in  mingled  alarm  and  surprise,  and  after  roving 
around,  his  eyes  became  fastened  on  Quacco,  who  stood  there  griu- 
ning  like  a  fiend,  his  eyes  red  as  blood. 

“  Traitor!” 

So  hissed  Captain  Diabolus. 

“  I  know  all,”  lie  added,  when  the  startled  man  turned  toward  him- 
“Now  take  the  reward  of  your  treachery,  and  die  such  a  death  as  you. 
deserve!” 

Quacco  had  been  half-crouching,  his  eyeballs  starting  out,  his  fin¬ 
gers  working  convulsively. 

Captain  Diabolus  gave  the  negro  an  expected  and  understood  sign- 

Like  a  tiger  the  giant  negro  sprang  forward,  and  like  lightning  fas¬ 
tened  his  firm  lingers  around  the  traitor’s  throat,  which  he  squeezed 
just  tight  enough  to  cause  him  to  gasp  for  breath. 

With  lips  drawn  back  like  those  of  a  snarling  hyena,  with  his 
black  face  lighted  by  a  hideous  exultation,  Quacco  slowly— very — very 
slowly  tightened  his  grasp  on  his  victim’s  throat,  lifting  him  clear  off 
the  floor.  * 

The  choking  man  clutched  wildly  about  him,  and  in  his  agony 
kicked  his  feet  about,  and  Tom  and  Bill,  through  the  open  door  saw 
it,  and  remained  spellbound  but  horrified  spectators. 

[Tighter  and  tighter  became  the  grasp  of  the  black  giant,  and  his 
victim’s  face  became  black-lined  and  drawn  with  agony,  his  hands 
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clenched,  his  legs  drawn  up  to  his  body,  through  which  was  running 
a  shudder,  like  the  quaking  of  jelly,  that  was  horrible  to  look  upon. 

“  Hold!”  cried  Tom,  in  a  horror-stricken  tone.  “  Hold!  I  cannot 
stand  by  and  see  murder  committed!” 

He  sprang  forward  to  interfere,  but  before  he  could  reach  the  black 
giant’s  side,  he  was  suddenly  brought  to  a  standstill  by  the  threatening 
revolver  which  Captain  Diabolus  had  drawn,  and  was  pow  aiming  at 
his  head. 

Then  the  drawn  up  legs  shot  down,  the  clenched  Ungers  relaxed, 
the  eyeballs  started  forward.  Quacco  had  suddenly  exerted  all  his 
strength  and  put  it  into  his  lingers.  When  they  were  opened,  a  minute 
later,  the  traitor’s  released  body  fell  with  a  heavy  thud  to  the  floor. 

“  Thus  perish  all  traitors!”  cried  Captain  Diabolus,  harshly,  fixing 
a  stern  look  on  Tom. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

RADETSKY. 

In  a  dirty  little  by  street  of  St.  Petersburg  was. a  dirty  little  house 
which  was  owned  and  occupied  by  a  dirty  little  man. 

He  was  a  Jew— Radetsky  by  name— short,  of  slight  build,  slightly 
stooping  shoulders,  raven  black  hair  streaked  a  little  with  gray,  a 
prominent  Roman  nose  which  would  have  stamped  him  as  a  Jew  the 
wide  world  over,  and  sloe-black  eyes  of  piercing  expression.  Dress 
such  a  described  person  in  the  Russian  style,  the  garments  worn 
almost  threadbare,  and  you  have  seen  Radetsky  as  he  appeared  on 
the  morning  of  the  third  day  subsequent  to  the  Demon’s  arrival  in  the 
river  Seine. 

Radetsky  had  a  basket  on  his  arm,  and  as  was  evident,  was  bent  on 
an  errand  to  the  markets  to  procure  supplies. 

An  hour  later  he  might  have  been  seen  returning,  and  having 
reached  his  door  he  at  once  entered  and  wa3  seen  no  more  until  late 
in  the  afternoon. 

Then  he  emerged  again,  and  with  slow  steps  wended  his  way  toward 
the  cleaner  and  better  section  of  Russia’s  metropolis. 

The  stoop  in  his  shoulders  gave  his  head  a  forward  cast,  as  well  as 
the  appearance  of  one  who  had  becomo  so  accustomed  to  humbling 
himself  that  the  attitude  of  humility  had  now  become  a  natural  one. 

He  seemed  to  keep  his  eyes  fastened  on  the  pavement,  and  those 
who  came  from  an  opposite  direction  saw  the  top  of  his  head  presented 
instead  of  his  face. 

Having  reached  a  fashionable  street,  Radetsky  joined  in  with  the 
flowing  tide  of  humanity,  still  preserving  his  humble  demeanor  and 
apparently- never  lifting  his  eyes. 

However,  this  last  was  appearance  and  nothing  more,  for  those 
sharp  black  eyes  of  the  .Tew  were  frequently  lifted  from  the  walk  and 
darted  hither  acd  thither. 

In  the  crowd  there  were  not  a  few  military  men,  from  generals  down 
to  drum-majors,  and  also  titled  people,  nobles  of  the  empire,  even 
scions  of  the  royal  house  itself. 

Very  many  of  these  enumerated  classes  cast  curious  glances  at 
Radetsky  when  they  encountered  him.  But  only  a  few  caught  a 
glimpse  of  his  face. 

There  were  a  few— a  very  few,  though,  who  did  get  a  glimpse  of  his 
face  and  a  glance  from  his  keen  eyes  that  was  full  of  meaning,  but  all 
done  so  secretly  that  the  shrewdest  of  the  czar’s  police  might  have 
stood  by  and  not  been  able  to  see  it. 

Presently  Radetsky  turned  and  retraced  his  steps,  following  the 
reverse  course  until  at  last  lie  again  stood  before  his  own  door, 
through  which  he  disappeared,  with  that  humble  appearance  clinging 
to  him  as  long  as  he  was  to  be  seen. 

After  night  had  fallen,  a  few  stray  gleams  of  light  struggled  from 
■within  the  house,  and  passers-by  saw  them  until  about  the  hour  of  ten. 
Then  they  disappeared  and  all  was  darkness  within  the  house,  so  far 
as  could  be  judged  by  a  person  on  the  street. 

Vet  the  person  who  so  judged  would  have  been  mistaken. 

Radetsky’s  house,  although  only  a  story  and  a  half  high,  and  about 
twenty  feet  wide,  was  very  deep  in  comparison  with  its  other  dimen¬ 
sions,  certainly  not  less  than  seventy-flve  feet. 

And  one  of  the  center  rooms  was’brilliantly  lighted,  judiciously 
hung  curtains  preventing  a  single  ray  escaping  the  limits  of  the  room 
and  arousing  suspicion. 

Jn  tii is  room  were  two  persons,  Radetsky  being  one.  The  other  was 
a  young  and  exquisitely  beautiful  girl.  Her  hair  was  black,  but 
with  a  bluish  shade;  her  eyes  were  of  that  melting,  changeable 


ebon,  and  her  complexion  was  dark,  yet  filled  with  color— color  that 
seemed  to  hide  just  beneath  the  skin  and  came  and  went  at  the 

slightest  provocation. 

A  Jewess  she  was  not. 

A  single  glance  was  sufficient  to  establish  this  fact. 

Had  any  one  known  of  her  presence  here  they  would  have  thought 
it  singular,  for  it  was  supposed  that  Radetsky  lived  all  alone. 

“  You  look  very  grave  to-night,  my  guardian,”  said  the  girl, 
glancing  up  from  a  piece  of  embroidery  on  which  she  was  working. 

“  I  feel  very  grave,”  was  the  reply.  “  You  know  that  they  are 
coming  to-night.” 

“  Yes,  I  know.  But  they  have  come  before  and  you  have  not  looked 
so  grave  as  this.” 

Radetsky  sighed. 

“  True,.”  he  said,  presently.  “  But  then,  the  blow  was  not  so  uear 
at  hand.” 

“  Is  it  near  now?”  and  the  beautiful  girl  bent  forward  and  flxed  her 
gaze  earnestly  on  him. 

“  It  can’t  be  long  in  coming.  But— hist — ha— the  signals!  You 
must  go— good-night,  Emilia!” 

It  seemed  almost  a  sacrilege  for  the  Jew’s  thick  lips  and  bearded 
face  to  approach  Emilia’s  so  closely  as  that  good-night  kiss  made 
necessary. 

As  soon  as  the  girl  had  disappeared,  Radetsky  left  the  apartment, 
and  was  absent  perhaps  two  minutes.  He  then  returned,  followed  by 
live  closely  muffled  figures.  When  the  slouch  hats  were  defied  and 
the  long  cloaks  laid  aside,  there  was  revealed  one  man  in  the  garb  of 
a  general  in  the  czar’s  body  guard;  the  dress  of  another  proclaimed 
him  to  be  of  high  rank  in  the  army;  the  others,  while  wearing  no 
distinguishing  garb,  were  not  ordinary  men;  not  one  of  them  but  was 
in  turn  greeted  by  Radetsky  with  the  title  of  “  my  lord!” 

The  party  gathered  around  the  table  and  they  were  no  sooner 
seated  than  one  demanded  cf  Radetsky  what  the  news  was. 

“  The  Deblon  has  been  at  Paris.” 

“  Say  you  so?  And  Captain  Diabolus?  Was  he  hurt  by  the  bullets 
of  the  party  put  ou  his  track?” 

“  Not  at  all.  He  escaped  uninjured,  sailed  for  Paris,  and  has 
punished  the  traitor,  no  doubt,  as  he  deserved.” 

“  How  know  you  this?” 

“  Private  advices  have  been  received,  stating  that  the  person  has 
suddenly  and  unaccountably  disappeared.  Captain  Diabolus  is  not  a 
man  to  be  fooled  with,  and  I  am  positive  that  he  and  the  traitor  met 

the  latter  to  receive  the  reward  of  his  treason.  To  only  three 
persons  was  the  secret  of  the  Demon  known,  to  me,  to  him,  and  to 
Captain  Diabolus.  The  traitor’s  divulging  his  knowledge  of  the 
Demon  will  rob  her  appearance  of  half  its  terrors,  and  possibly  curtail 
the  sphere  of  her  usefulness.” 

\ou  seem  to  be  thick  with  this  Captain  Diabolus,  since  lie  trusts 
you  above  everybody  else.  Now,  who  is  he?” 

1  Gentlemen,  was  the  calm  reply,  “  gentlemen,  I  am  a  Jew,  one 
of  a  despised  and  hated  race,  who  are  credited  with  every  bad  quality, 
and  denied  the  possession  of  a  single  good  trait;  but  for  all  that  the 
honor  to  which  that  secret  was  intrusted  will  keep  it  sacred,  even 
though  so  keeping  it  should  consign  me  to  the  grave.” 

They  knew  he  was  right,  and  after  a  moment’s  awkward  silence,  the 
affair  was  permitted  to  drop  into  oblivion. 

Ami  now,  said  one  of  his  visitors,  a  man  who  enjoyed  the  perfect, 
confidence  of  the  czar,  “  I’ve  a  piece  of  good  news  for  you,  Radetsky* 
The  count  has  made  his  escape  from  the  Siberian  mines.” 

“  Go,i  be  Praised!”  feit  Radetsky’s  lips,  as  he  raised  his  eyes, 

“  When  did  it  occur?” 

“  0ver  ayear  a£°*  But  nobody  has  known  of  it  until  now,  as  it 
only  leaked  out  to-day.  The  czar  himself  doesn’t  know  of  it  even 

n  Aiir 


u  CIOLK  8lrucl{  two>  the  five  conspirators  against  the  life  of  tli 
cz;ir  look  their  departure.  After  securing  the  door  behind  them 
Radetsky  returned  and  sat  down  beside  the  table,  on  which  lie  place 
Ins  elbow,  and  then  permitted  his  head  to  sink  into  his  hand. 
f  i]|  lms  he  sat  wlthout  moving,  uutil  he  was  aroused  by  a  light  foot 

It  was  Emilia,  in  a  state  of  halt  undress,  with  her  long  hair  tioatih; 

down  over  her  shoulders,  if  exquisitely  beautiful  before,  she  .« 
bewitchingly  lovely  now. 

1  luard  tin  m  go,  and  waited  to  hear  you  retire.  As  you  have  no 
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done  so,  I  came  down  to  send  you  off  to  re9t  at  once.  Now  go,  please. 
Emilia  asks  it  of  yon.  You  must  remember  that  you  must  guard  your 
health  for  my  sake,  for  beside  you  I  have  no  friend  in  the  world.’* 

“  You  have,  Emilia, ”  was  the  reply.  “  Your  father  is  your  friend.” 

“  But  he  is  shut  up  in  the  Siberian  mines,”  and  Emilia  shuddered, 
as  if  the  very  name  of  Siberia  caused  dreadful  pictures  to  rise  before 
her  eyes,  “  and  they  will  never  let  him  out.” 

Then  the  color  suddenly  deserted  Emilia’s  cheeks,  for  Radetsky  bad 
started  up  from  his  chair  with  a  look  of  wild  alarm  on  his  face.  Both 
could  plainly  hear  footsteps  within  the  house.  They  were  approaching 
the  door  of  that  very  room. 

Emilia  flung  herself,  gasping  for  breath,  on  the  breast  of  the  Jew, 
who  was  staggering  back  beneath  the  shock,  when  ths  door  opened, 
revealing  a  man’s  figure  outside. 

CHAPTER  YII. 

THE  VISITOR. 

There  was  many  a  nameless  terror  to  both  Radetsky  and  Emilia 
in  the  sound  of  those  approaching  footsteps. 

The  girl  thought  they  must  necessarily  belong  to  some  secret  agent 
of  the  czar’s  police,  and  she  bad  flung  herself  on  Radetsky’s  breast, 
as  much  with  the  idea  of  protecting  him  as  being  protected  herself. 

And  the  Jew  was  staggering  back  beneath  her  weight,  when  the 
knob  turned  and  the  door  opened,  disclosing  outside  the  figure  of  a 
man. 

The  Jew’s  complexion  became  very  sallow. 

He  was  not  a  coward.  Far  from  it.  But  the  knowledge  of  what 
must  follow  in  case  suspicion  fastened  itself  upon  him,  was  enough  to 
cause  even  the  stoutest  heart  to  quail  for  a  minute. 

In  such  time  of  mutual  espionage,  of  mutual  deceit,  of  treachery, 
such  as  Radetsky  carried  their  lives — literally  speaking — in  the  hollow 
of  their  hands. 

The  present  was  one  of  those  times  when  it  is  hard  to  tell  who  next 
will  become  a  traitor,  as  was  evidenced  by  the  treachery  of  one  of 
the  two  men  in  whom  Captain  Diabolus  had  placed  the  most  confi¬ 
dence  of  anybody  in  the  world. 

The  unexpected  and  unwelcome  visitor — whoever  he  might  be — 
paused  when  he  had  opened  the  door,  and  stood,  dimly  seen  in  the 
darkness  outside,  while  he  scanned  the  interior  of  the  brightly  lighted 
room,  as  well  as  its  inmates. 

The  trembling  girl  continued  to  cling  to  the  Jew.  The  latter  uttered 
no  word,  but  waited  with  suspended  breath  for  what  should  follow 
this  strange  interruption. 

Then  came  a  reflection  which  causod  his  brain  to  reel. 

Instantly  his  face  assumed  a  new  expression — that  of  eagerness. 

Perhaps  a  minnte  expired  from  the  time  of  opening  the  door  before 
the  visitor  took  a  forward  step.  Then  a  few  strides  carried  him  within 
the  radius  of  the  light  that  illuminated  the  room. 

Radetsky  glanced  keenly  at  his  strange  and  unexpected  visitor. 

He  was  a  man  of  splendid  physique,  large,  well  developed,  his  figure 
concealed  in  the  ample  folds  of  a  large  cloak;  and  bis  face  was  bidden 
behind  a  black  velvet  mask,  the  bottom  of  which  swept  his  chest. 

After  gazing  fixedly  at  the  Jew  for  a  few  seconds,  his  eyes  were 
directed  at  Emilia,  who,  while  she  still  clung  to  Radetsky,  had  par. 
tially  turned  her  head  so  as  to  look  at  the  visitor,  to  whom  her  face 
seemed  a  revelation  of  beauty,  judging  from  the  start  he  gave. 

He  took  one  step  forward,  then  paused,  and  seemed  to  be  struggling 
within  himself,  a3  if  trying  to  conquer  a  tide  of  emotion. 

He  conquered  himself,  and  then  stood  there,  silent  as  a  statue,  and 
nearly  as  imposing  as  one,  with  his  arms  folded  across  his  breast. 

A  gleam  crossed  the  Jew’s  face,  a  gleam  akin  to  such  as  joy  pro¬ 
duces. 

“  Be  of  good  heart,  Emilia,”  he  lowly  whispered  to  the  girl.  “This 
is  no  enemy,  I  am  sure,”  and  gently  untwining  the  girl’s  arms  from 
about  bis  neck,  he  sat  her  down  in  a  cushioned  chair. 

Now  he  advanced,  and  paused  when  exactly  in  front  of  his  visitor, 
and  separated  from  him  by  ouly  a  few  feet.  Steadily  the  two  men 
gazed  at  each  other  for  perhaps  five  seconds,  and  then  the  Jew  made 
a  sign  with  his  right  hand. 

Instantly  the  man’s  arms  were  unfolded,  and  he  then  gave  the  same 
sign  with  his  left  hand. 

Radetsky  had  evidently  expected  this  return  sign,  yet  when  it  was 
given,  did  not  appear  to  be  thoroughly  satisfied.  The  sign  was  too 
awkwardly  given  to  suit  him. 


“  Who  are  you?”  the  Jew  now  demanded.  “  By  what  means  did  you 
gain  entrance  here.” 

“  By  a  secret  way.” 

“  Ha!  Say  you  so?  That  secret  way  is  known  to  only  one  person 

besides  myself.  Then  you  are - ”  and  the  Jew  paused,  and  his  eyes 

swept  the  stranger  from  head  to  foot. 

“  No  matter  who  I  am,”  was  the  reply,  “seek  not  to  penetrate  my 
identity.  I  know  whom  you  suppose  me  to  be,  but  whether  I  am  lie 
or  another  must  be  kept  a  secret.  Let  the  sight  of  this  place  confi¬ 
dence  between  us.” 

As  be  spoke,  the  masked  man  drew  from  a  secret  place  and  held 
up  between  his  thumb  and  fore-finger,  what  looked  like  a  bit  of 
polished  iron,  perhaps  three  inches  long  and  less  than  half  an  inch 
wide,  one  edge  of  which  was  indented  with  several  peculiar  notches. 

“  You  recognize  this?” 

“  I  do,”  said  Radetsky.  “  It  is - ” 

Then  he  paused,  as  if  to  allow  the  other  to  add  some  words  of  a, 
known  sentence  that  must  accompany  the  exhibition  of  this  bit  of 
polished  iron.  ) 

“  —half  of—” 

So  spoke  the  stranger. 

“ — a  key— ’’said  Radetsky. 

“  — halved  longitudinally—” 

“  — made  to  unlock — ” 

“  — a  brass  box — ” 

“  — when  a  certain  vow — ” 

“  — shall  be  fulfilled.” 

With  perfect  confidence  in  every  feature  and  movement,  Radetsky 
now  held  out  his  hand. 

“  Nay,”  said  the  stranger,  with  a  shake  of  the  head.  “  I  have 
known  the  clasp  of  a  hand  to  reveal  too  much.  You  will  not  take  this 
in  the  light  of  an  insult,  nor  as  an  indication  that  I  consider  myself 
above  you.  It  is  a  matter  of  prudence  alone.” 

The  Jew  bowed;  nor  exhibited  any  chagrin  at  the  other’s  refusal  to 
shake  hands  with  him. 

The  stranger  now  cast  a  meaning  look  at  Emilia,  which  the  Jew  cor¬ 
rectly  interpreted. 

“  Return,  to  your  room,  my  child,”  Radetsky  said  to  Emilia,  “  t 
am  convinced  of  this  man’s  friendlineg3  to  you  and  me,  and  would 
trust  my  life  in  his  hands  under  any  and  all  circumstances.  So,  child, 
return  to  your  room  in  all  confidence  of  heart,  and  have  no  fear.” 

“  Fear!”  echoed  the  stranger.  “She  need  have  none  where  I  am 
concerned.  My  life  itself  would  be  sacrificed  ere  a  hair  of  her  head, 
should  be  harmed.” 

Emilia’s  fears  had  been  quieted  before  this  time,  and  witli  a  “  Good¬ 
night,”  she  glided  swiftly  from  the  room. 

“  You  did  not  wish  her  to  know  that  you  had  returned?”  said  the 
Jew,  inquiringly,  as  his  visitor  sank  into  a  chair  beside  the  table,  and 
be  into  another. 

The  masked  man  laughed. 

“  Have  a  care!  I  spoke  not  lightly  when  I  said  my  identity  must 
remain  a  secret.” 

“  But  does  not  the  count  trust  Radetsky  now,  as  he  formerly  did?” 
The  stranger  made  an  impatient  motion  with  his  hand. 

“  Call  me  the  Exile.  Think  of  me  as  the  Exile.  Speak  of  me  as- 
the  Exile.  This  I  am,  and  no  more,  until  the  blow  is  struck  that  un¬ 
seats  the  monster  who  now  controls  the  destinies  of  Russia.” 

Again  the  Jew  bowed. 

“  You  have  been  faithful  to  your  charge?”  said  the  Exile. 

“  As  God  is  my  judge,  so  have  I  been  true  to  my  trust.  Emilia 
you  have  seen  for  yourself,”  was  the  Jew’s  earnest  reply.  “  Grati¬ 
tude  alone  that  so  much  confidence  could  be  placed  in  a  Jew,  would 
have  made  me  true  to  my  trust  if  uothiug  else,”  and  Radetsky  said 
this  last  in  a  slightly  bitter  tone. 

“  Enough!  And  are  you  still  willing  to  retain  your  charge  of 
Emilia?” 

“  I  am.” 

“  That,  then,  is  decided.  And  now,  Radetsky,  tell  me  fully  all  that 
has  happened  in  this  Nihilistic  war,  as  well  as  the  plans  that  are  en¬ 
tertained  for  the  future?” 

Great,  indeed,  must  have  been  Radetsky’s  confidence  in  this  man, 
who  did  not  even  reveal  his  identity,  for  nothing  did  the  Jew  keep  a 
secret  from  him. 
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Then 


The  Exile  listened  with  bent  head  until  the  Jew  had  finished, 
for  a  few  minutes  he  appeared  to  be  lost  in  thought. 

Abruptly  arising,  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  strode  from  the  apart¬ 
ment,  without  even  thanking  the  Jew  for  his  information,  or  bidding 
him  adieu.  He  closed  the  room  door  behind  him,  his  footsteps  soon 
became  lost  in  the  distance,  and  the  Jew  was  alone. 

Radetsky  made  no  effort  to  follow  the  Exile,  but  let  him  go  as  he 
Jhad  come — alone,  by  way  of  the  secret  passage. 

The  Jew  soon  after  put  out  the  light  and  went  to  his  own  room. 

The  following  evening,  just  after  the  hour  of  lighting  lamps,  he  was 
called  to  the  front  door  by  a  loud  knocking,  and  he  admitted  a  swag¬ 
gering,  bearded,  red-faced  individual,  the  very  sight  of  whom  caused 
.Radetsky’s  heart  to  sink. 

This  coarse,  blustering  fellow  was  one  of  the  most  important  offi¬ 
cials  of  the  secret  service  of  St.  Petersburg,  and  the  Jew  saw  at  once 
that  his  visit  was  portentous  of  evil. 

“  Ha,  ha,  ha!”  roared  the  officer,  in  deep  bass  tones,  and  grasping 
the  little  Jew  by  the  shoulder,  he  twisted  him  nearly  off  his  feet.  “  Ha, 
ha,  ha,  Raddyl  I’ve  got  a  little  something  against  you!” 

Radetsky’s  face  became  sallow  again. 

Struggling  to  retain  his  self-possession,  and  keeping  his  face 
averted,  he  led  his  unwelcome  visitor  to  the  room  facing  on  the  street, 
which  he  used  as  a  kind  of  office. 

“  Ha,  1m,  ha!”  roared  the  officer.  “  I  say,  Raddy,  hangiDg  isn’t 
wery  pleasant,  is  it?”  with  a  fiendish  grimace. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  TERRIBLE  MOMENT. 

4‘  Thus  perish  all  traitors!” 

Having  said  this,  Captain  Diabolus  fixed  his  gaze  on  Tom  Hunt, 

The  young  fellow  shuddered,  and  his  eyes  dropped  beneath  the 
atern  and  terrible  orbs  that  shone  through  the  two  orifices  in  the 
black  velvet  mask. 

Slowly  the  hand  of  Captain  Diabolus,  containing  the  revolver,  was 
lowered,  and  slowly  that  hand  restored  the  weapon  to  its  place  of  con¬ 
cealment,  during  which  operation  the  same  stern  and  awful  gaze  con¬ 
tinued  fastened  on  Tom. 

Quacco  darted  a  single  glance  at  hia  master. 

Then  again  the  black  giant  crouched  a  little — then  again  his  lips 
were  drawn  back,  exposing  his  gleaming  white  teeth — then  again  his 
eyeballs  protruded,  lighted  with  a  fiendish  glare — then  again  his  long 
arms  were  extended— then  again  his  big  fingers  worked  convulsively. 

And  thus  the  ebon-haed  tiger  remained,  waiting  only  for  his  master’s 
signal  ere  darting  on  Tom  and  choking  him  to  death,  with  all  its  hor¬ 
rid  accompaniments,  as  the  dead,  man  at  his  feet  had  been  choked. 

That  was  a  terrible  moment  to  Tom. 

Never  before  in  bis  life  had  he  experienced  such  a  sensation  as  now 
thrilled  his  frame. 

He  recoiled  just  a  step  from  the  giant  black,  and  then  stood  like  one 
rooted  to  the  spot,  his  hair  gradually  rising  from  the  scalp,  his  lips 
parted,  but  without  speech. 

Frozen  dumb,  he  awaited  the  awful  death  he  felt  sure  Captain  Dia¬ 
bolus  intended  him  to  meet. 

Poor  Bill  Brace! 

Perfectly  paralyzed  for  the  time  being,  he  stood  there  with  writhing 
face  and  clenched  hands. 

He  saw  all  his  hopes  of  shoulder-straps  for  the  son  of  his  old  com¬ 
mander  vanishing  like  a  daydream  that  is  rudely  dispelled. 

Then  he  broke  the  spell  which  had  bound  him.  He  took  just  one 
short  step  toward  Tom,  and  then  paused,  his  horny  fists  ready  for 
business,  every  muscle  gathered,  his  posture  not  unlike  that  of  the 
tnurderous-natured  eboned  fiend. 

For  once  in  his  life  Bill  Brace  exercised  a  little  prudence,  and  in¬ 
stead  of  springing  right  forward,  restrained  himself  until  the  moment 
should  arrive  when  it  became  absolutely  necessary. 

Captain  Diabolus  appeared  not  to  see  Bill  Brace,  and  certainly  took 
no  notice  of  his  warlike  demeanor. 

At  such  times  seconds  seem  hours,  and  minutes  seem  months. 

Quacco  disliked  the  delay. 

He  uttered  a  guttural  sound — a  deep  bass  growl — and  shook  his  head 
like  a  caged  tiger  might;  and  then  turned  his  red  eyes  on  his  master 
with  an  inquiring  look. 

Captain  Diabolus  saw  the  look— and  raised  his  hand. 

Tom  gasped  just  once. 


* 


Quacco  champed  his  teeth.  ...  a 

Then  Captain  Diabolus  made  one  of  those  significant  movements 
with  his  hand,  the  import  of  which  caused  the  murderous  black  devil’s 
hands  to  drop  to  his  sides,  although,  as  was  evident,  much  against  his 

will. 

<<  Your  punishment  is  reserved  until  some  future  time,  said  Captain 
Diabolus,  in  a  terribly  stern  tone,  and  then  with  a  wave  of  the  hand 
ordered  Tom  back. into  the  room  from  which  he  had  sprung. 

Tom  obeyed  instantly. 

Once  inside  he  sank  down  on  the  locker,  trembling  in  every  joint, 
completely  unnerved.  And  from  every  pore  in  his  body  the  sweat 
started  forth. 

Much  rather  would  he  have  faced  a  cannon’s  mouth  than  to  have 


gone  through  sush  a  scene. 


Bill  Brace  sat  down  beside  him,  and  begged  him  not  to  show  the 
“  white  feather,”  but  to  “  brace  up”  and  be  a  man. 

“  If  that  born  demon  had  hurt  a  hair  of  your  head,  I’d  a  sent  him  to 
Davy  Jones’  locker  afore  he  know’d  where  he  was,”  said  Bill,  with  a 
snarl  of  resentment. 

In  a  few  minutes  Tom  managed  to  partially  recover  his  self-control, 
although  it  was  days  before  the  effects  of  that  terrible  moment  in  his 
life’s  history  wore  off. 

Perhaps  ten  minutes  after  they  had  left  the  captain  and  Quacco 
alone  in  the  stair-room  with  the  dead  man,  the  two  friends  knew  from 
the  run  of  the  water  along  the  Demon’s  side  that  she  was  in  motion. 

“  Where  now,  I  wonder?”  growled  Bill.  “  I  tell  you,  Tom,”  and  he 
sunk  his  voice  to  a  hoarse  whisper,  “  if  we  stay  here  we’re  bound  to 
be  killed;  and  if  we  got  to  ‘  kick  ’  we  might’s  well  do  so  in  tryin’  to 
escape.  What  do  you  say?” 

Tom  silently  pressed  Bill’s  hand. 

“  If  we  could  only  find  a  way.  But  I  don’t  see  any,”  he  added,  in  a 
gloomy  tone. 

“  You  know  the  old  man’s  savin’:  ‘  Where  there’s  a  will  there’s  a 
way,’  ”  quoted  Bill.  “  I  believe  that  there  same  sayin’,  an’  I’ve  heard 
you  say  the  same.  We  must  keep  our  eyes  peeled,  an’  strike  when 
we  get  the  chance.” 

Further  conversation  was  cut  short  by  the  entrance  of  Quacco.  As 
he  entered  he  grinned  at  them  in  a  good-natured  way,  more  good- 
natured  than  he  had  ever  acted  toward  them  before. 

Tom  wondered  at  that  change  of  demeanor,  which  contrasted  so 
strongly  with  his  wolfish  desire  of  less  than  half  an  hour  before  to 
squeeze  the  life  from  his  body,  and  then  Tom  wondered  if  Quacco  was 
not  good-natured  because  of  some  promise  of  the  captain’s  that 
at  no  very  distant  day  the  captives  should  be  sacrificed  to  his  fury? 

Something  in  the  red  eyes  of  the  black  fiend  seemed  to  warrant  such 
a  supposition,  and  inwardly  Tom  determined — come  what  might — 
to  seize  the  first  opportunity  of  escaping,  be  the  chance  ever  so 
slender.  Even  death  itself  was  preferable  to  such  a  life  as  that  on 
board  the  Demon. 

It  was  fully  two  days  before  the  subject  of  escape  was  again  spoken 
of  by  the  two  friends,  there  having  been  no  chance  to  do  so  unless  in 
the  presence  of  Quacco,  whom  they  could  not  but  regard  with  secret 
dread. 

The  negro  was  dumb— he  certainly  never  spoke.  But  was  he  deaf? 
He  appeared  to  be,  and  yet  they  could  not  swear  to  it,  were  not  so 
sure  of  it  as  to  dare  utter  a  word  in  his  presence  that  they  would  not 
have  uttered  in  the  presence  of  Captain  Diabolus  himself. 

Scarcely  a  dozen  words  had  passed  between  the  friends  when  Quacco 

again  put  in  an  appearance.  He  pointed  Tom  in  the  direction  of  the 
pilot-house. 

The  young  fellow  had  not  seen  Captain  Diabolus  since  that  terrible 
moment,  and  while  he  obeyed  promptly,  he  was  very  loath  to  go  to  tbo 
pilot-house. 

All!  said  Captain  Diabolus,  as  Tom  appeared,  and  a  sardonic 
smile  played  for  an  instant  about  his  lips.  “  I  see  you  are  here.  Re- . 

turn  to  the  table,  where  you  will  find  a  chart.  Are  you  there?” 

“  I  am.”  J 

“  Do  you  see  a  black  dot  on  it?” 

“  I  do.” 


“  That  marks  our  present  position.  Now  mark  out  the  course  you 
would  pursue  to  reach  St.  Petersburg.” 

“St.  Petersburg!”  repeated  Tom.  ° 

“  \es.  Do  you  think  it  so  very  strange  that  I  should  want  to  go 
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there?  But — no  more  words.  When  you  have  laid  out  the  course, 
come  and  take  the  wheel.” 

Having  traced  the  course  on  the  chart,  Tom  stepped  into  the 
pilot-house  and  took  hold  of  the  wheel  when  Captain  Diabolus  stepped 
t)  aside. 

The  latter  bent  on  Tom  a  threatening  and  stern  yet  quizzical  glance, 
which  as  much  as  said:  “Take  care  in  the  future  what  you  do, "and: 
*'  How  do  you  like  the  lesson  you  were  taught?” 

Then  with  a  mock-polite  bow  Captain  Diabolus  stepped  into  the 
chart-room.  Tom,  glancing  over  his  shoulder,  shuddered  as  he  dis¬ 
appeared,  haughty,  imperious,  stern,  veugeful,  uot  to  be  trilled  with 
in  any  way. 

“  The  course  you  have  selected  is  a  good  one,”  Captain  Diabolus 
said  on  re-entering  the  pilot-house  a  couple  of  minutes  later.  “  You 
are  better  versed  in  the  science  of  the  sea  than  1  supposed  when  1 
picked  you  up.  Really,  your  services  are  quite  valuable  to  me — and 
Nihilism.” 

He  strongly  emphasized  the  last  two  words,  that  Tom  might 
understand  to  what  sort  of  a  cause  he  was  bending  his  brain  and 
his  muscles.  < 

The  young  fellow  winced. 

He  was  highly  patriotic,  and  like  all  good  Americans  had  naught 
but  kindly  wishes  for  the  czar,  who  stood  so  nobly  by  us  in  our  late 
war,  and  acted  the  part  of  a  firm  friend.  And  for  Tom  now  to  be 
engaged,  even  though  unwillingly,  in  plots  against  the  czar’s  life!  It 
was  anything  save  an  agreeable  reflection  for  him. 

Tom  made  no  reply  to  this  thrust  from  Captain  Diabolus.  The 
latter,  however,  could  not  fail  to  observe  that  it  made  him  wince,  and 
he  gave  vent  to  a  low,  sarcastic  laugh. 

Passing  up  through  the  English  Channel,  around  the  north  coast  of 
Denmark,  and  up  through  the  Baltic  Sea,  they  at  last  arrived  ofl  the 
Gulf  of  Finland. 

Up  the  gulf  they  went,  reaching  its  extremity  Just  as  day  was 
breaking  one  morning. 

The  Demon  was  brought  to  a  halt,  and  sunk  to  the  bottom  of  the 
golf,  and  there  remained  while  daylight  lasted. 

When  night  had  again  fallen  the  Demon  was  raised  and  started 
ahead  again,  her  prow  directed  toward  the  spot  where  the  river  Neva 
discharges  its  waters  into  the  gulf. 

Thirteen  miles  up  from  the  gulf  proper  lay  St.  Petersburg,  to  which 
boats  of  greater  draught  than  nine  feet  could  not  ascend. 

There  was  water  enough  to  accommodate  the  Demon,  unless  she 
Should  get  stuck  on  some  bar,  the  danger  of  which  made  it  necessary 
to  run  at  a  low  rate  of  speed. 

It  was  near  midnight  when  the  Demon  reached  the  city,  and  was 
brought  to  a  halt  in  a  deserted,  dark  and  out-of-the-way  place. 

“  Tom,”  said  Captain  Diabolus,  as  if  suddenly  struck  with  an  idea, 
**  I  want  you  to  go  ashore  with  me.” 

Tom’s  heart  leaped  joyously. 

But  it  fell  heavily  when  Diabolus  added: 

“  But,  before  you  go,  you  must  pledge  me  your  word  of  honor 
not  to  utter  a  word  or  give  a  sign.  Your  compjyiion  will  remaiu 
behind,  and  I  shall  give  Quacco  orders  to  eud  his  existence  if  I  am 
not  back  by  a  certaiu  time.” 

Tom  then  thought  of  refusing  to  accompany  the  captain,  but  a 
glitter  in  the  latter’s  eyes  warned  him  that  it  would  be  more  than  dan¬ 
gerous  to  refuse. 

So  he  gave  the  promise,  and  went  ashore  with  Diabolus — apparently 
a  free  man,  yet  fettered  as  absolutely  as  though  on  board  of  the  Demon 
and  out  at  sea. 

Captain  Diabo!u3  was  moving  very  cautiously,  as  if  desirous  of  not 
meeting  the  night-patrol.  His  wishes  in  this  matter  were  sadly  up- 
get,  for  on  turning  a  corner  they  nearly  ran  plutnply  into  the  arms  of 
one  of  those  personages. 

,  Captain  Diabolus  cursed  under  his  breath,  and  made  an  attempt  to 
brash  past  the  patrol.  The  latter,  however,  grasped  him  by  the 
shoulder  and  brought  him  to  a  halt. 

“  I  want  to  see  your  face,”  he  gruffly  said,  and  raised  a  hand  toward 
the  face  of  Captain  Diabolus.  " 

Then  the  patrol  uttered  a  low  moan  and  sank  to  the  walk,  but  the 
captain  and  Tom  bad  not  quitted  the  side  of  the  body  when  two  more 
of  the  patrol  suddenly  came  upon  them. 

“  We  are  in  for  it!”  Tom  heard  Captain  Diabolus  hiss,  and  theu 
clenched  bis.fiats,  they  being  his  only  weapons. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

OVER  HEAD  AND  EARS  IN  LOVE. 

It  went  considerably  against  the  grain  for  Tom  to  fight  for  Cap¬ 
tain  Diabolus — to  give  him  assistance  which  practically  rendered  his 
own  slavery  more  absolute. 

But  he  thought  of  Bill  Brace! 

Should  any  accident  befall,  and  a  return  to  the  Demon  was  not  made 
before  a  certain  time,  Bill  Brace  would  assuredly  fall  a  victim  to  the 
ferocity  of  the  murderous  black  giant. 

For  Bill’s  sake,  then,  Torn  doubled  up  his  fists  to  render  what 
assistance  to  Captain  Diabolus  that  was  possible. 

One  single  second  the  latter  paused  like  one  who  hesitates,  and  then 
Tom  heard  him  grit  his  teeth.  The  case  was  a  desperate  one,  and  only 
desperate  measures  could  prove  successful. 

Tom  saw  Captain  Diabolus  raise  his  right  hand,  in  which  he  held 
something— a  pistol.  No  report  followed,  but  one  of  the  patrol  fell 
heavily  to  the  ground,  as  if  shot.  A  couple  of  seconds  later  the  ether 
also  fell. 

Then  Tom  guessed  the  truth. 

Captain  Diabolus  carried  a  noiseless  weapon. 

“  This  silent  friend  has  often  stood  me  in  hand!”  said  the  murderer, 
coolly.  “  Here— Tom— lend  me  your  assistance.  Yonder  is  an  alley., 
way.  We  must  drag  the  bodies  in  there  where  they  will  not  be  found 
at  once,  for  if  they  should  be  all  St.  Petersburg  would  be  aroused, 
and  return  would  be  an  impossibility.” 

To  touch  the 'dead  bodies  was  a  task  little  relished  by  Tom,  but  he 
remembered  Bill  Brace  and  conquered  his  repugnance. 

It  took  only  a  few  minutes— the  distance  being  short— to  drag  the 
bodies  to  the  dark  and  deserted  alleyway,  after  which  Captain  Diabolus 
again  led  the  way  at  a  rapid  pace;  as  he  never  faltered,  never  was  in 
doubt  which  corner  to  turn,  even  though  his  course  was  a  winding 
one,  it  was  evident  to  Tom  that  he  was  thoroughly  familiar  with 
the  city,  as  well  as  that  he  had  some  particular  objective  point  in 
view. 

The  young  fellow  was  not  mistaken. 

The  objective  point,  or  place  to  which  Captain  Diabolus  was  bound, 
was  to  the  house  of  the  Jew. 

Having  approached  by  a  dark  and  gloomy  alley,  Captain  Diabolus 
finally  paused  at  the  rear  of  Radet sky’s  house.  At  once  he  passed  bis 
hand  over  the  door  until  he  discovered  a  particular  nail,  the  head  of 
which  he  caught  hold  of  and  pulled  out. 

The  signal  thus  conveyed  was  promptly  responded  to,  somebody 
within  soon  after  rapping  lowly  a  certain  uumber  of  times,  to  which 
Captain  Diabolus  responded  by  another  certain  number  of  raps. 

Then  the  door  was  opened  by  Radetsky,  and  Captain  Diaoolus  and 
Tom  glided  swiftly  and  silently  inside,  into  a  room  wrapped  in  the 
profoundest  darkness. 

The  middle  room  was  all  ablaze  with  light,  and  when  they  had 
crossed  the  threshold  Radetsky  turned  to  see  who  his  visitors  were. 

“  Diabolus!” 

So  exclaiming,  he  held  out  his  hand. 

Promptly  the  hand  of  Diabolus  met  the  Jew’s  and  they  shook  hands 
warmly. 

Then  Radetsky  cast  an  inquiring  glance  at  Tcm,  and  turned  to 
Diabolus  as  if  to  ask  for  information. 

“  My  first  mate!”  was  the  explanatory  reply  to  the  Jew’s  question¬ 
ing  look,  and  Diabolus  laughed  iu  that  peculiarly  bitter  and  ironical 
way  of  his. 

“  Safe?  Trustworthy?” 

Yes— of  necessity,”  was  the  rejoinder.  “I  see  that  my  coming 
disturbed  you.  Emilia  has  just  been  with  you,  aud  fled  at  my  coming. 
Pray  recall  her.” 

“  You  have  sharp  eyes,”  said  the  Jew.  “  I  will  recall  her  as  you 
say,  for  she  has  much  to  do  that  I  wish  finished.” 

A  tiny  silver  bell  stood  on  the  mantel,  giviug  forth  a  musical,  sub¬ 
dued  but  sweet  tinkle  when  the  Jew  gently  swung  it. 

As  the  conversation  between  Diabolus  and  the  Jew  was  iu  Russian, 
Tom  had  not  understood  a  word,  but  he  correctly  iuterpreted  the 
tinkling  of  the  bell  as  a  call  for  somebody. 

When  his  eyes  first  rested  on  that  “  somebody  ”  whom  the  bell 
summoned,  his  breath  was  almost  taken  away.  Never  before  in  his 
life  had  he  seen  such  loveliness  in  the  form  of  woman. 

The  girl  gravely  bowed  to  Captaiu  Diabolus,  and  seating  herself  at 
a  table,  took  up  a  pen. 
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**  You  cau  go  on  writing,  Emilia,”  said  Radetsky.  “  We  will  speak 
low  so  as  uot  to  disturb  you.” 

Emilia!  What  a  pretty  name.  It  sounded  very  musical  in  the  ears 
of  young  Tom  Hunt. 

Drawing  off  into  one  corner,  the  Jew  and  Diabolus  began  talking 
in  low  and  earnest  tones;  Emilia’s  brows  were  contracted  into  a 
pretty  frown,  as  if  trying  to  recollect  where  she  had  left  off,  and  Tom 
watched  the  girl  with  devouring  eyes. 

Presently  she  for  the  first  time  showed  consciousness  of  his  pres¬ 
ence.  She  raised  her  melting  black  eyes  to  his  face  for  just  one  in¬ 
stant,  then  they  sank  beneath  his  ardent  gaze,  aud  the  color  in  her 
cheeks  began  to  highten. 

In  less  than  a  minute  thereafter  Tom  was  edging  toward  the  table, 
and,  all  unobserved  by  the  two  men,  finally  reached  Emilia’s  side. 

“  Can’t  I  help  you?”  he  sheepishly  asked,  not  knowing  what  else  to 
say. 

A  pleased  look  flashed  into  Emilia’s  eyes. 

“  American?”  she  said,  half  questtouingly,  half  positively,  glancing 
up  at  him. 

“  Yes— through  and  through.” 

“Iam  glad  of  that,"  said  the  girl,  with  an  accent  that  Tom  thought 
charming.  “  I  like  Americans— they  are  so  brave  and  kind.” 

“  You  have  been  to  America?”  said  Tom,  eagerly,  Emilia’s  speech 
having  put  him  more  at  ease. 

“  No.” 

“  No?  And  yet  you  speak  as  well  as  a  native.” 

Emilia  laughed  lightly. 

“  No,  that  is  not  so.  I  speak  poor  English,  I  know,  with  a  very 
bad  accent.  You  must  not  try  to  flatter  me-  I  do  not  like  it.” 

Tom  had  already  fallen  over  head  and  ears  in  love,  and  was 
oblivious  to  everything  else  in  the  world,  save  that  he  was  beside 
Emilia. 

He  came  to  himself,  and  remembered  where  he  was,  with  a 
guilty  start  when  Captain  Diabolus  laid  his  hand  firmly  on  his  shoul¬ 
der. 

Tom  glanced  toward  him. 

The  captain’s  eyes,  peering  through  the  holes  in  the  mask,  expressed 
irony  rather  than  anger. 

“  It;  is  lime  for  us  to  go,”  he  said,  in  a  cold  and  even  tone.  “  You 
probably  have  taken  little  note’, of  the  flight  of  time.” 

Tom  flushed  guiltily  and  turned  half  away,  then  bethought  himself, 
paused,  and  held  out  his  hand  to  Emilia.  With  an  angry  scowl 
Diabolus  made  a  clutch  at  him,  but  before  he  could  pull  Tom  away 
his  hand  had  met  that  of  the  beautiful  girl  for  one  single  instant.  He 
was  transported  by  the  sympathetic  pressure  of  her  plump  but  tiny 
hand. 

“  Good-by!” 

“  Good-by!”  she  returned. 

Tom  was  given  no  opportunity  to  say  another  word  or  cast  another 
glance  at  Emilia,  for  Diabolus  hurried  him  away  with  more  energy 
than  tenderness  in  his  grasp  on  Tom’s  shoulder. 

Having  reached  the  street,  Diabolus  laid  the  most  direct  course 
toward  the  location  where  the  Demon  was  lying,  having  let  go  of 
Tom’s  shoulder  when  once  outside. 

Only  once  did  the  singular  man  betray  any  recollection  of  what  had 
just  transpired. 

“Fool!”  he  then  exclaimed.  “Royal  blood  flows  in  Emilia’s 
veins.” 

“  She’s  none  the  worse  for  that,”  returned  Tom,  boldly  and  point¬ 
edly,  expressing  contempt  for  hereditary  rank  and  title. 

It  struck  Tom  as  singular  that  Diabolus  should  speak  of  Emilia  in 
such  a  way,  and  still  be  a  Nihilist.  Nihilism’s  purpose  is  the  over¬ 
throw  of  all  existing  things,  rank  and  title  and  royalty  in  particular. 
After  this  outburst  on  the  pait  of  Diabolus  and  the  pointed  reply  of 

Tom,  they  hurried  on  in  silence  until  half  the  distance  to  the  Demon 
had  been  traversed. 

They  were  startled  by  the  sight  of  a  body  of  men  coming  down  a 
street  they  had  to  cross. 

They  were  seen  and  ordered  to  halt. 

“  We  must  run  for  it!”  exclaimed  Captain  Diabolus.  “  Use  your 
legs,  Tom,  as  best  you  know  how.” 

Off  they  dashed,  and  a  minute  later  the  squad  of  polico  were  in 
quick  pursuit,  yelling  aud  making  a  fearful  racket  to  attract  attention, 


in  the  hopes  that  somebody  would  intercept  the  flight  of  the  fleeing 
persons. 

Crack!  ** 

Crack! 

The  sharp  report  of  firearms  mingled  with  the  yells  of  the  pursuers, 
who  strained  every  muscle  to  overtake  Diabolus  and  Tom. 

But  the  two  latter  ran  like  very  deer. 

The  odds,  however,  were  greatly  against  them;  for  while  fresh  pur¬ 
suers  kept  joining  in,  they  were  becoming  winded  and  ready  to  drop 
with  exhaustion. 

At  last  the  Demon  was  only  a  short  distance  away.  But  the  pur¬ 
suers  were  now  close  at' their  heels,  so  close  that  they  refrained  from 
shooting,  believing  capture  certain. 

One  last  spurt,  and  the  bank  was  reached.  The  Demon  was  before 
their  eyes. 

Diabolus  jumped— landed  on  the  deck—  disappeared-*  into  the  ves¬ 
sel. 

Tom  jumped — landed  on  the  rounding  side  of  the  deck — his  heels 
shot  from  under  him— and  he  tumbled  into  the  water. 

While  trying  to  clamber  upon  the  deck  the  door  snapped  shut.  Cap¬ 
tain  Diabolus  dared  leave  it  open  no  longer,  for  pistol  bullets  were 
being  sent  through  the  open  doorway,  and  the  whole  gang  were  pre¬ 
paring  to  jump  to  the  deck  and  enter  the  vessel. 

The  next  minute  the  Demon  began  to  glide  through  the  water,  and 
Tom,  horrified,  tried  to  hang  fast,  and  hooked  his  finger  nails  at  a 
spot  where  the  plates  of  the  hull  lapped  each  other. 

H?  was  seen,  and  in  an  instant  pistols  were  popping  away,  and 
bullets  whizzing  about  him  like  a  swarm  of  bees. 


CHAPTER  X. 


WOUNDED. 

Tom  Hunt  had  small  relish  for  the  situation  in  which  he  now  found 
himself,  and  would  have  given  much  to  be  safely  out  of  it. 

As  the  Demon  gained  headway,  Tom  was  in  danger  of  being  washed 
from  his  precarious  hold.  But  perhaps  the  greater  danger  arose  from 
the  bullets  of  their  recent  pursuers,  which  were  buzzing  about  his  head 
like  a  swarm  of  bees. 

Thank 8  to  the  darkness,  the  men  were  unable  to  take  very  accurate 
aim,  and  the  bullets  failed  to  accomplish  the  fell  purpose  with  which 
they  were  sped  from  the  revolvers. 

Spat!  .  k 

Spat! 

Pish! 

Pish! 

Spat! 

Some  of  the  bullets  flew  over  Tom’s  head,  others  again  struck  the 
iion  side  of  the  Demon  and  flattened  themselves  out  with  a  “  spat.” 
Others  struck  the  water  with  a  “  pish.” 

Each  moment  the  Demon  was  increasing  the  distance  between  her¬ 
self  and  those  on  shore,  and  Tom  began  to  breathe  easier,  considering 
himself  finally  almost  absolutely  free  from  danger  from  the  bullets. 

It  is  generally  just  in  the  height  of  hope  that  people  are  dashed  to 
the  ground. 

And  just  as  Tom  thought  danger  past,  he  was  undeceived. 

A  groan  was  suddenly  wrung  from  his  lips,  for  a  bullet  had  struck 
him. 


The  shock  almost  caused  him  to  release  even  the  insecure  hold  he 

had  on  the  Demon,  in  which  case  lie  would  have  been  washed  off  and 
drowned. 


he  writhed  with  pain  from  the  wound. 


I,  ^,abo1”9  put  tlle  Demon  her  paces,  Tom  could  not 

"6'  e  ‘  °"  "alt  “  m"mle-  But  “>e  captain  went  at  only  a  very  low 

ncrease  uT '  aCl"al'Cd  by  “  ,ormenlinS  spirit,  and  winning  to 
increase  the  exasperation  of  those  from  whom  he  was  now  safe. 

lorn  hung  on  iu  desperation. 

wasi!r'id„dpP9”ded  °n  tbe  S‘renSU'  °f  hi9  fl'WS-on  =>  strength  that 
was  gradnally  wamng,  as  blood  gushed  from  the  wound  he  had  re- 


nftpr  rhoii-  k  „  ♦  ,  ,  C  Ieceuea  Irom  the  men  on  shore,  an 

heard  heir!  "ad  for  some  time  fallen  short  of  the  mark,  To, 
neaiit  their  cries  grow  fainter.  * 

TonTnow'h, »ecame,  last  to  be  no  longer  bear, 
lorn  now  began  to  look  for  the  Demon's  being  stopped  and  son, 
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search  made  for  him— some  interest  manifested  in  his  fate.  But 
steadily  onward  went  the  Demon,  and  Tom’s  heart  began  to  sink  iu 
unison  with  his  waning  strength. 

Tom  gritted  his  teeth. 

The  very  few  kindly  feelings  he  had  possessed  for  Captain  Diabo- 
lus  now  fled.  He  was  a  heartless  and  a  cruel  devil  in  human  form 
to  so  callously  go  away  and  leave  Tom  to  his  fate! 

So  the  young  fellow’s  thoughts  ran. 

Yet  he  to  some  extent  misjudged  the  stern  master  of  the  Demon,  for 
had  Captain  Diabolus  suspected  Tom’s  nearness  and  situation,  he 
certaiuly  would  not  have  left  him  so. 

But  Tom  had  at  least  one  faithful  friend  beneath  him,  inside  of  the 
vessel. 

Needless  to  say  it  was  Bill  Brace. 

During  the  absence  of  Tom  and  his  captain,  he  had  employed  his 
time  iu  the  torpedoes  rather  than  be  idle.  The  hasty  return  of  the 
captain  he  could  not  fail  to  hear,  and  was  for  a  moment  a  little 
startled,  but  had  resumed  his  occupation,  believiug  that  Tom  was  with 
Trim, 

At  sound  of  the  pistol  shots  he  pricked  up  his  ears.  Suspending 
work,  he  listened  intently.  It  struck  him  that  something  was  wrong 
— even  though  the  Demon  was  moving — and  rising,  he  went  forward 
as  far  as  the  dining-room.  __ 

He  looked  around. 

Nothing  was  to  be  seen  of  Tom. 

Quacco  was  not  there  to  intercept  him,  and  crossing  the  stair-room 
aud  chart-room,  Bill  Brace  was  able  to  look  into  the  pilot  house. 

Captain  Diabolus  was  at  the  wheel. 

Quacco  was  beside  him. 

Tom  was  missing. 

For  just  one  minute  Bill  reeled  back,  gasping  for  breath;  then 
recovering  himself  he  savagely  demanded  what  had  become  of  Tom. 

Captain  Diabolus  seemed  unable  to  brook  any  save  a  cringing  atti¬ 
tude  toward  himself,  aud  Bill’s  words  and  manner  aroused  his  ire. 

“  He  is  food  for  the  fishes  before  now!”  was  the  cruel  and  heartless 
reply,  which  made  Bill  moan  like  a  child  who  had  just  lost  a  parent. 

Truly,  indeed,  had  Bill  said  on  more  than  one  occasion  that  Tom 
was  the  apple  of  his  eye.  He  would  sooner  have  laid  down  his  own 
life  than  that/Tom  should  be  injured. 

For  fully  two  minutes  Bill  stood  there,  clutching  the  door  jamb  for 
support,  but  for  which  he  would  probably  have  wilted  to  the  floor. 

Then  his  lips  parted,  but  quivered  and  trembled  so  greatly  that  fora 
few  seconds  he  could  not  frame  a  word. 

Then  he  demanded: 

“  Where  did  you  part  from  him  and  how?”  fixing  his  eyes  on  Cap¬ 
tain  Diabolus,  and  never  flinching  beneath  the  stern  stare  that  was 
fastened  on  him. 

Perhaps  Captain  Diabolus  saw  in  Bill’s  eyes  a  suppressed  tigerish- 
neas  which  warned  him  that  the  tar  might  do  some  mischief. 

“  He  misaed  his  footing  when  he  jumped,  and  went  overboard.” 

“  And  you  left  him  behind?” 

“  I  did.”  * 

“  Then  turn  about  at  once  and  go  back  to  pick  him  up!  If  you  are 
too  much  of  a  coward  to  stick  your  head  out  I’ll  do  it  myself.  But 
whatever  comes  or  goes — Tom  must  be  found!”  hissing  the  last  four 
words  between  his  clenched  teeth. 

Diabolus  saw  that  there  was  mischief  in  the  tar,  and  one  hand  was 
reached  out  for  his  revolver.  Perhaps  it  would  be  best  to  shoot  Bill 
down  as  a  means  of  avoiding  trouble!  Such  was  the  reflection  which 
had  crossed  the  mind  of  Diabolus. 

He  thought  better  of  it,  however,  in  less  than  two  seconds.  Bill 
was  a  valuable  man  in  the  first  place,  and  in  the  second  the  concus¬ 
sion  that  would  be  produced  by  firing  a  revolver  in  that  confined 
space  might  explode  the  torpedoes  and  involve  the  vessel  and  himself 
in  destruction. 

So,  instead  of  making  any  use  of  the  revolver,  he  sternly  ordered: 

“  Hark  ye,  sir!  Back  to  your  quarters.  You  have  disobeyed 
rny  orders  in  penetrating  thus  far,  and  nobody  can  disobey  me  with 
Impunity.  Go,  I  say,  or  take  the  consequences,”  glancing  mean¬ 
ingly  toward  Quacco,  who  was  again  crouched,  again  displaying  his 
t cZxn ,  while  his  fingers  worked  with  convulsive  eagerness. 

jjjjj  praCe  was  a  sturdy  fellow,  and  DiaboluB  knew  that  in  all  proba- 
b...ty  Quacco  would  have  a  harder  task  to  get  away  with  the  tar  than 


with  the  traitor.  He  made  an  imperative  sign  to  Quacco,  and  the 
black  giant  fell  back,  growling  in  his  throat. 

The  tar  seemed  undecided  in  mind — Diuholus  thought  undecided 
whether  to  obey  him  or  not,  and  he  gazed  fixedly  at  menacingly  at 
Bill. 

The  latter  finally  turned  .and  disappeared. 

A  grim  smile  appeared  on  the  lips  of  the  captain. 

He  thought  he  had  cowed  Bill. 

But  he  was  mistaken. 

This  he  learned,  when  a  couple  of  minutes  later  Bill  Brace  appeared 
again  at  the  pilot  house  door. 

In  his  hand  he  held  one  of  the  largest  of  the  manufactured  torpe¬ 
does. 

“  Now,  then,  Captain  Devil,  as  is  the  plain  English  of  it,  you’ve  got 
to  come  to  terms.  1  have  the  whip-hand  now.  If  Tom’s  gone,  why,  I 
don’t  care  how  soon  Davy  Jones  gets  me,  and  unless  you  turn  around 
and  try  to  find  Tom,  I’ll  fling  this  'ere  thing  down  and  bust  up  this 
whole  devilish  craft  aud  crew!” 

“  Dare  you  defy  me  so?”  said  Captain  Diabolus. 

“  Yes,  I  dare,”  said  Bill,  boldly.  “  I  give  you  just  thirty  seconds 
to  make  up  your  mind.” 

Tiie  face  of  Diabolus  became  livid. 

Bill  Brace,  indeed,  had  the  whip-hand,  as  he  expressed  it,  and  the 
captain  saw  that  he  was  in  grim  earnest,  and  would  probably  be  as 
good  as  his  word. 

“  But  he  is  dead  ora  prisoner  by  this  time,”  said  Captain  Diabolus, 
compelled  to  seek  to  temporize  with  the  sturdy  tar. 

“  I  must  know  it  to  a  certainty,”  was  the  firm  reply. 

Diabolus  was  now  quivering  with  rage. 

It  was  not  his  nature  to  give  in. 

Yet  he  was  compelled  to  do  so  now. 

Could  he  have  got  the  upper  hand  of  Bill  at  this  juncture,  he  would 
certainly  have  left  Tom  to  meet  any  kind  of  death,  even  were  it  in  his 
power  to  save  him,  for  the  sake  of  punishing  Bill. 

“  Hark!” 

So  the  tar  suddenly  exclaimed. 

In  despair,  Tom  had  suddenly  bethought  himself  of  pounding  his 
feet  on  the  hull  of  the  vessel,  which  re-echoed  hollowly  inside. 

Bill  had  heard  this.  ,A 

So  had  Captain  Diabolus. 

“  Somebody  is  up  on  deck,”  said  Bill,  eagerly.  “  Perhaps  it’s  Tom. 
Captain,  stop  the  vessel  and  go  up  and  see  if  it  is  my  young  mate. 
And  do  so  without  delay,  unless  you  want  me  to  keep  my  word  good.” 

Captain  Diabolus  touched  the  right  key.  The  Demon’s  headway 
was  checked.  Then  Bill  backed  away  to  permit  Diabolus  to  emerge 
from  the  pilot  house. 

“  Thank  Heaven!”  Tom  was  at  the  same  moment  exclaiming, 
“  why  didn’t  I  think  of  kicking  before?  They  have  heard  me  and  will 
take  me  in.” 

The  deck  door  opened,  and  the  head  of  Captain  Diabolus  appeared. 
He  saw  dimly  the  figure  of  the  young  man,  and  he  was  not  sorry  that 
he  was  not  to  lose  t lie  services  of  Tom.  Emerging,  lie  assisted  Tom 
to  reach  the  stairway  and  the  interior  of  the  vessel,  where  he  wa3 
greeted  by  Bill  in  a  choking  voice. 

At  once  the  tar  laid  down  the  terrible  engine  of  destruction  with 
which  he  had  threatened  Diabolus,  and  caught  hold  of  Tom  and  fairly 
hugged  him  in  his  joy. 

“  Now,  cap’n,”  said  Bill,  a  minute  later,  “  I’ve  gained  my  p’int, 
’cause  the  lad’s  here.  Use  your  shootin’-iron  or  set  Quacco  on  me  us 
soon  as  you  please.” 

CHAPTER  XT. 
radetsky’s  fortune. 

The  police  officer  slapped  his  thigh  and  laughed  hoarsely,  as  he  saw 
that  his  coarse  speech  with  its  dire  hint  had  caused  the  Jew’s  cheeks 
to  pale  a  little. 

“  I  see  you  agree  with  me,  Raddy,”  he  said,  familiarly.  “  Hanging 
isn’t  a  very  pleasant  thing,  is  It?  I  don’t  believe,”  critically  surveying 
the  Jew  from  head  to  foot  in  a  professional  way,  “  that  there’s  weight 
enough  in  your  body  to  break  your  neck  when  you  got  dropped. 
Ugli!  hanging’s  bad  enough  when  your  neck's  broke  in  a  jiffy;  but 
when  you  hang  there  choking — pah!  it’s  very  rough.” 

And  then  the  burly  fellow  laughed  harshly  again,  his  ha-ha-ha! 
seeming  to  fairly  shako  the  building.  \ 
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Radetsky  waited  until  he  should  finish,  and  then,  with  his  recovered 
composure,  asked  wliat  lie  could  do  for  his  visitor. 

“  Do?  Ah,  a  good  question.  That’s  what  1  call  coming  right  to 
business.  Well,  then,  Raddy,  I’ve  come  to  raise  a  small  loan  from 
you.” 

“  A  loan?”  and  the  Jew  opened  his  eyes  in  surprise.  “  I  am  not  a 
money  lender,  so  why  do  you  come  to  me?” 

“  Not  a  money  lender?” 

*•  No.” 

Tli o  officer  did  not  seem  at  all  abashed  by  the  positive  reply  of  the 

Jew. 

“Not  a  money  lender,  perhaps;  but  you  sometimes  lend  money, 
though.” 

“  How  do  you  know  that?  You  certainly  have  received  false  infor¬ 
mation  from  some  source.” 

“  Not  at  all,”  was  the  officer’s  cool  rejoinder.  “  I  know  of  your 
having  lent  money  to  several  persons,  and  I  want  you  to  lend  me 
some.” 

“  How  can  I  lend  that  which  I  have  not?” 

“  Have  not?  Bah!  Now  see  here,  Raddy,  you’ve  got  money,  and 
what’s  more,  you’ve  got  to  make  me  a  loan  whether  you  want  to  or 
not.” 

“  How  so?” 

“  Because,  my  beloved  Jew,  if  you  do  not  you  may  regret  it,  since 
I  hold  in  my  possession  certain  information  concerning  you,  that, 
told,  might  hasten  your  death  considerably.” 

The  Jew’s  complexion  became  very  sallow  again. 

He  clearly  saw  cause  for  alarm  in  the  vaunting  words  of  the  officer, 
on  whom  he  bent  a  sly  look  of  earnest  and  anxious  scrutiny. 

“I  am  sorry  that  you  hold  such  information  concerning  me,”  the 
Jew  then  said.  “  But  since  you  do,  1  suppose  I  shall  have  to  accept 
the  consequences,  as  I  have  not  the  means  to  buy  your  silence.” 

“  You  admit,  then,  that  there  is  reason  for  your  being  afraid?” 

“  Not  at  all,”  was  the  calm  reply.  “  On  the  contrary,  no  man  can 
point  to  an  act  of  mine  that  would  render  me  liable  to  the  law;  but 
this  I  know,  that  it  is  only  necessary  that  a  breath  of  suspicion  should 
rest  on  a  Jew  to  have  visited  upon  him  the  rigors  of  an  unjust  law.” 

The  concluding  portion  of  Radetsky’s  speech  was  in  a  bitter  tone. 
But  the  amount  of  bitterness  on  the  surface  was  only  a  tithe  of  that 
which  the  Jew  managed  to  conceal. 

The  officer  looked  disappointed. 

He  saw  that  his  little  game  had  failed,  that  the  Jew  was  more  than 
a  match  for  him  in  cunning.  But  he  would  not  thus  give  in  con¬ 
quered. 

That  Radetsky  was  wealthy  the  officer  firmly  believed.  And  there 
was  good  reason  why  he  needed  money  very  badly.  He  himself  had 
violated  the  law  of  which  he  was  an  officer,  and  his  .ife  and  liberty 
were  only  to  be  saved  by  a  goodly  sum  of  money  put  in  the  right 
place. 

The  Jew  really  was  afraid— and  yet  in  another  sense  was  not  afraid, 
but  rather  was  timid. 

While  his  cheeks  grew  pale  and  complexion  sallow  at  the  mere  hint 
of  detection,  had  that  detection  really  come  and  his  life  been  demanded 
of  him  for  his  plottings  against  the  despotic  government,  he  would 
have  walked  with  firm  step  and  conscious  strength  to  the  spot  where 
his  life  was  to  be  rendered  up  in  expiation.  Just  so  it  was  in  the 
early  days  of  the  Christian  religion,  when  martyrs  fell  by  scores. 
Many  a  poor  weak  woman  whom  a  toothache  would  have  driven  crazy, 
was  able  to  boldly  and  unflinchingly  face  both  torture  and  death. 

**  But  I  must  have  money,  Raddy,”  said  the  officer,  in  a  desperate 
tone. 

“  I  can’t  help  that,”  was  the  reply.  “  I  have  not  money  to  lend 
you,”  and  as  the  Jew  thus  spoke  he  inwardly  felt  that  he  had  tri¬ 
umphed. 

lie  saw  clearly  that  it  would  be  even  more  dangerous  to  lend  the 
money  than  to  deny  having  a  dollar  in  the  world.  The  officer’s 
apparent  need  might  be  only  a  Russian  police  trick  to  learn  if  be  was 
possessed  of  money. 

“  You  have  got  it.” 

“  I  have  not.” 

“  Beware!”  growled  the  angry  and  desperate  man.  “  Do  you  dare 
take  the  consequences  of  a  refusal?” 

“  I  cau  do  nothing  else,”  was  tte  Jew’s  reply. 


Or.  Radetsky  the  officer  bent  a  long-continued  look  o[  angry  and 
suspicious  scrutiny,  with  which  was  mingled  not  a  httle  anxiety.  9 
it  You  shall  rue  this!”  screamed  the  angry  officer,  as  he  hnall, 
started  for  the  door.  "I  am  going  now.  You  have  just  a  minute 


“1  cannot  if  I  would.” 

With  an  angry  howl  the  officer  bolted  into  the  street  and  was 
swallowed  up  in  the  darkness,  while  Radetsky  locked  the  door  and 
returned  into  the  house  with  grave  face  and  bent  head. 

Was  there  any  basis  for  the  officer’s  threat? 

He  certainly  had  lent  money  to  different  parties,  but  they  were 
only  those  who  were  engaged  in  this  gigantic  plot  to  kill  the  Czar 
of  all  the  Russias. 


Had  there  been  another  traitor? 

“Emilia,”  he  said,  as  he  entered  the  middle  room. 

The  girl  glanced  up  at  him,  and  her  color  changed  as  she  saw 
the  gravity  which  the  visitor’s  coming  had  stamped  on  the  Jew’s 
face. 


“  Do  not  be  alarmed,”  he  said,  as  the  girl  started  up  in  alarm. 
u  The  danger,  if  any,  is  past,  I  trust.  But  my  recent  visitor  has 
opened  my  eyes  to  a  source  of  danger  for  the  future  that  I  must 
now  take  steps  to  guard  against.” 

“  You  are  not  threatened?  Nothing  has  been  learned?” 

“  I  thinkjnot.  But,;now  attend  me,  my  dear  Emilia.  Mark  closely 
what  I  say,  and  watch  my  movements  closely.  Bring  the  lamp  and 
come  to  me.” 

As  lie  spoke,  Radetsky  crossed^the  floor  to  a  closet. 

The  door  of  this  he  opened. 

Then  he  removed  various  articles  of  clothing  that  depended  from 
the  hooks  inside. 


Making  every  move  very  slowly,  and  explaining  each  one,  he 
finally  removed  a  portion  of  the  rear  wall  of  the  closet.  The  removed 
sectiou  might  have  been  two  feet  square,  and  to  all  appearance  had 
been  solid  wall;  the  joints  had  been  concealed  beneath  the  wooden 
pieces,  whose  ostensible  purpose  was  for  the  insertion  of  clothes 
hooks. 

This  disclosed  to  view  a  small  fire-proof  safe,  with  a  combination 
lock,  which  Radetsky  proceeded  to  open,  giving  Emilia  the  combin¬ 
ation  as  he  did  so. 


Swinging  open  the  door  of  the  safe,  he  stepped  back,  and  Emilia 
uttered  a  cry  of  rapture  an  instant  later.  The  rays  of  the  lamp 
falling  into  a  small  tray,  were  reflected  back  in  a  thousand  brilliant 
and  varying  hues. 

The  tray  contained  diamonds  of  the  first  water,  and  other  precious  * 
stones,  articles  which  always  delight  the  heart  of  a  woman. 

The  Jew’s  eyes  glistened  with  pleasure  as  he  watched  her  rap¬ 
turously  gaze  on  tho  precious  stones,  and  for  several  minutes  he  did 
not  disturb  her. 

“  Those  are  but  baubles  to  others  contained  in  that  box,”  he  said, 
and  then  drew  out  the  indented-edged  bit  of  iron,  the  half  of  a  key. 

Ibis  he  laid  in  the  jewel  tray,  and  told  her  the  password  that  went 
with  it.  * 


Then  he  opened  various  compartments  in  the  safe,  all  of  which  were 

filled  with  gold — bright,  glitte*’ing  gold,  in  coins  of  various  denomina¬ 
tions. 

“Should  harm  befall  me  any  time,  all  this,  Emilia,  is  to  be  yours, 
and  you  alone  know  the  secret  of  where  my  treasure  is  stored.  But 
you  must  never  make  use  of  your  knowledge  unless  I  am  either 
imprisoned,  transported  to  Siberia,  or  have  died.” 

Closing  everything  up,  lie  then  bade  Emilia  to  open  it,  as  a  test 
that  she  had  understood  and  remembered  his  instructions.  She  proved 
herself  an  apt  student,  and  opened  the  wall  and  safe  without  difficulty. 
After  it  had  been  closed,  they  returned  to  the  middle  room. 

I  must  go  forth,  Emilia,”  said  the  Jew,  bending  a  grave  look  on 

the  giil,  on  whose  face  was  a  troubled  expression.  “  You  do  not  wish 
to  be  left  alone?” 

“No,”  reluctantly  admitted  the  girl. 

“  Then  you  shall  go  with  me,”  he  said.  “  It  is  only  to  shove  a  letter 
beneath  a  certain  door.  Put  on  your  hood,  Emilia.” 

Quickly  she  obeyed. 

Leaving  by  tho  back  way,  they  had  gone  half  a  dozen  blocks,  when, 
on  turning  a  corner,  they  were  confronted  by  a  partv  of  four  men. 
evidently  persons  of  high  rank  ir.  rhA  nmmr 
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“  Who  have  we  here?’*  demanded  one,  seeing  both  Uadetsky  and 
Emilia  start. 

One  of  them  grasped  the  girl  by  the  arm.  A  lamp  was  not  far  dis¬ 
tant,  and  to  it  the  frightened  girl  was  forced,  and  tiie  veil  dragged 
away  from  her  face. 

Then  came  a  hoarse  shout  of  exultation. 

“By  all  the  saints,  it’s  the  count’s  daughter!”  exclaimed  her  captor. 
“This  is  good  news,  for  the  taking  of  her  to  the  czar  means  promotion 
for  us  all.  Where’s  the  little  man  that  was  with  her?  What — gone, 
by  Jove!  What  careless  dogs  you  are  to  let  him  get  away.  Come, 
let’s  away  to  the  palace  with  the  girl,  who  surely  will  have  her  neck 
stretched  for  being  born  who  she  is.” 

CHAPTER  XII. 

A  TENDER  FIEND. 

If  Quacco  could  not  hear  he  someiimes  exhibited  a  knowledge  of 
things  about  him  that  was  perfectly  marvelous.  No  sooner  had  Bill 
ceased  speaking,  telling  the  captain  to  now  do  with  him  as  he  pleased, 
than  the  black  giant  was  crouching,  red-eyed,  eager,  ready  for 
business. 

And  Bill  Brace  thought,  judging  from  the  sternness  of  expression  of 
Captain  Diabolus,  that  he  was  going  to  cousign  him  to  the  clutches 
of  the  negro. 

Whatever  may  have  been  the  motive  of  Captain  Diabolus  in  sparing 
Bill,  spare  him  he  certainly  did,  perhaps  because  he  was  touched  by 
the  sight  of  such  devotion  as  the  old  tar  had  displayed  for  Tom. 

The  angry  look  died  out  of  his  eyes,  the  vengeful  look  disappeared 
from  as  much  of  his  face  as  could  be  seen.  He  turned  toward  the 
black  demon,  and  gave  one  of  those  imperative  movements  of  his 
hand._ 

Shaking  his  head  and  champing  his  teeth,  like  a  wolf  disappointed 
of  its  prey,  Quacco  darted  a  malignant  look  at  Tom  and  Bill,  and  then 
with  humble  mien  turned  to  his  master. 

It  was  wonderful  what  coutrol  Diabolus  had  over  this  monster. 

“Your  life  is  spared  for  the  present,”  said  Captain  Diabolus, 
hoarsely.  “  But  do  not  presume  too  far  on  the  strength  of  my  present 
mercy.” 

Then  came  a  low  cry  of  dismay. 

Bill  had  discovered  blood  on  Tom’s  clothing. 

“You  are  wounded!”  he  exclaimed.  “Is  it  bad— are  you  hurt 
much?” 

“Not  very  much,  I  hope,”  was  Tom’s  reply,  with  a  faint  smile. 
“Just  a  flesh  wound,  I  think.  Lead  me  in,  Bill,  old  friend;  I  have 
lost  quite  a  little  blood  and  am  beginning  to  feel  weak.” 

Bill  lead  Tom  back  to  their  room  as  Captain  Diabolus  turned  away 
and  entered  the  pilot  house. 

A  minute  later  the  Demon  was  again  proceeding  down  stream  in 
dead  silence,  save  for  the  slight  rippling  sound  she  made  in  cutting 
through  the  water.  And  she  was  quite  as  unseen  as  unheard,  for  it 
was  necessary  to  be  very  close  to  see  that  black  low  line  streaking 
along  the  surface  of  the  water. 

“Now  comes  a  gauntlet,  I  suppose,”  presently  muttered  Captain 
Diabolus.  “Ah!  it  is  as  I  suspected.  Lights  are  flashing  over  the 
water  in  all  directions.  The  Demon  is  swift,  but  the  telegraph  is 
swifter,  and  they  have  learned  that  the  Demon  has  been  seen  in  St. 
Petersburg.  We  shall  have  to  risk  a  shot  or  two.” 

As  yet  the  water  was  too  shallow  to  admit  of  the  vessel’s  being 
sunk  beneath  the  surface,  and  the  only  course  of  the  Demon  was  one 
straight  ahead. 

Boom! 

Suddenly  a  cannon  hoarsely  bellowed.  The  next  instant  a  shrieking 
ball  went  over  the  Demon  and  plunged  into  the  water  just  beyond  her. 

Captain  Diabolus  smiled  grimly. 

“Pretty  close,  but  not  close  enough,”  he  muttered.  “Now,  my 
darling,  you  must  do  your  best — you  must  travel  as  you  have  never 
traveled  before.” 

They  had  just  a  mile  to  go  to  reach  deep  water.  Once  here  they 
were  safe,  and  the  Demon  traveled  swifter  than  ever  before  to  reach 
the  goal. 

Hundreds  of  eyes  were  now  watching  the  low,  black  streak  that  was 
ru-ddng  through  the  water,  and  a  dozen  cannons  were  trained  to  bear 

on  it. 

Boom  l 


Boom! 

Boom! 

Not  so  much  as  by  the  twitching  of  a  muscle  of  his  face  did  Captain 
Diabolus  betray  any  anxiety,  and  yet,  as  he  knew,  the  peril  of  their 
situation  was  very  great. 

One  of  the  cannon  balls  struck  the  rounding  deck  of  the  Demon  an d 
glanced  off  without  doing  any  damage. 

Presently,  however,  Diabolus  did  begin  to  betray  anxiety.  Looking 
from  the  pilot  house  window  his  eyes  lighted  ou  a  long  streak  of  fire, 
iu  the  air,  like  the  tail  of  a  comet. 

It  was  a  bombshell. 

Did  it  explode  near  them  he  foresaw  only  one  result— the  concus¬ 
sion  would  start  off  the  torpedoes  contained  in  the  Demon. 

He  watched  the  course  of  the  shell  with  earnest  gaze,  and  presently 
caught  his  breath.  One  second,  perhaps,  he  hesitated,  and  then 
struck  t lie  key  that  caused  the  Demon  to  descend. 

Barely  was  she  hidden  beneath  the  surface  when  the  shell  exploded 
with  terrific  force,  its  pieces  flying,  shrieking  in  all  directions,  while 
the  concussion  was  so  great  that  only  the  shield  of  the  intervening- 
water  saved  the  Demon. 

Bringing  her  to  the  surface  again  Captain  Diabolus  made  a  gallant 
run  for  deep  water. 

Safely  the  terrible  gauntlet  was  run,  and  uttering  a  low  cry  of 
defiance  lie  finally  sank  the  Demon  out  of  sight  in  the  gulf,  and  was 
now  as  safe  as  though  no  enemy  were  within  a  thousand  miles  of  him. 

Bringing  the  Demon  to  a  standstill,  and  permitting  her  to  rest  at 
the  bottom  of  the  gulf,  Captain  Diabolus  now  paid  Tom  a  visit* 
inquired  whether  he  felt  much  pain,  examined  the  wound,  and  then 
dressed  it  with  tenderness  of  a  woman. 

This  was  occasion  for  more  surprise  on  Tom’3  part.  He  certainly 
expected  nothing  like  this  from  Captain  Diabolus,  whose  nature- 
seemed  one  that  was  tilled  with  strange  contradictions. 

“  He  can  be  a  tender  friend,”  thought  Tom,  as  his  eyes  followed. 
Captain  Diabolus  when  he  took  his  departure. 

Tom’s  wouud  was  such  as  is  called  a  flesh  wound,  being  in  the  left 
shoulder.  He  had  bled  considerably,  and  was  thereby  weakened,  but 
in  no  danger.  The  bullet  had  gone  clean  through,  so  that  there  was 
even  no  cutting  of  it  out  to  be  done. 

Under  the  circumstauces  Tom  rapidly  convalesced,  and  in  a  week  or 
ten  days  was  himself  again,  save  for  a  little  stiffness  and  soreness. 

Meanwhile,  they  had  been  again  to  Paris,  and  now  were  returning 
to  St.  Petersburg. 

Tom  thought  it  a  mighty  dangerous  place  to  visit,  but  he  was  toe- 
well  posted  to  say  aught  to  Captain  Diabolus  of  his  reflections. 
When  that  strange  man  said  anything,  it  was  dangerous  in  the 
extreme  to  contradict,  to  do  anything,  in  fact,  except  acquiesce. 

So  Tom  kept  his  tongue  between  his  teeth,  and  quietly  took  his 
trick  at  the  wheel  when  called  upon  by  the  captain,  who  still  wore  his 
mask  and  his  scowl,  and  never  uttered  one  word  more  than  was 
absolutely  necessary. 

Tom  had  one  comforting  reflection,  however,  in  connection  with 
this  return  to  St.  Petersburg.  If  it  was  dangerous,  he  might  be  paid 
for  it  by  again  seeing  Emilia. 

The  captain’s  words  in  rpgard  to  the  girl  had  set  Tom  to  pondering 
over  Emilia’s  possible  history. 

“  Royal  blood  in  her  veins!” 

How  many  times  he  saw  those  words  arise  before  him. 

But  he  could  not  think  of  her  as  a  tilled  person.  ToT.im  she  was 
simply  Emilia,  bright,  beautiful,  witching,  a  humau  being  in  all  re¬ 
spects  like  himself. 

Would  he  ever  see  her  again? 

Once  or  twice  he  half-framed  a  question  concerning  Emilia,  but 
always  checked  it  on  his  lips,  satisfied  that  it  would  be  useless  to 
address  it  to  Diabolus. 

The  gulf  was  entered,  and  just  after  the  closing  in  of  one  dark  night 
they  were  speeding  toward  the-  river  Neva,  from  which  they  were  not 
far  distant. 

The  Demon  was  beneath  the  surface  and  the  electric  light  was  cast 
ahead  of  them,  lighting  up  the  water  as  the  headlight  of  a  locomotive 
penetrates  the  darkness. 

Captain  Diabolus  had  just  emerged  from  his  sleeping  apartment, 
and  had  just  reached  Tom’s  side,  when  the  young  fellow  bent  quickly 
forward  and  gazed  intently  at  some  object  ahead. 

Drawing  back,  he  pointed  ahead,  as  he  rapidly  said: 
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•  •  Look— quick— do  you  see  an)  thing— something  like  a  network  of 
wire?” 

“  Yes.  It  is - ” 

Captain  Diabolus  had  no  time  to  waste  in  words,  and,  catting  short 
bis  speech,  his  hand  sprang  to  the  key  to  check  the  Demon’s  headway. 

His  face  grew  pallid. 

Some  terrible  and  unexpected  danger  had  suddenly  thrust  itself 
upon  him. 

“It  is — what?”  demanded  Tom. 

“A  battery  of  sunken  torpedoes.  If  the  Demon  strikes  those 
wires - ” 

He  said  no  more. 

Tom  leaned  forward  again,  and,  frozen  with  horror,  watched  the 
wires  the  Demon  was  so  rapidly  nearing. 

The  wheel  was  reversed. 

Captain  Diabolu3  was  doing  all  he  could  to  avoid  destruction. 

But  Tom  had  observed  the  wires  only  when  it  was  too  late. 

The  Demon’s  prow  struck  the  wires,  tightened  them  suddenly,  and 
then - 

There  came  a  terrible  explosion,  an  explosion  which  sent  huge 
masses  of  water  high  iu  the  air  in  sight  of  the  Russiau  men-of-vvar,  an 
explosion  which  made  the  surroundiug  water  one  big  mass  of  churned 
aud  seethiug  foam,  aud  then  all  became  settled  and  quiet  again. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

BLOWING  UP  THE  PALACE. 

Less  than  ten  minutes  after  the  dreadful  explosion,  the  telegraph 
•carried  into  the  palace  of  the  czar  a  message  to  the  effect  that  the 
terrible  submarine  vessel  had  been  destroyed. 

Strict  watch  had  been  kept  up,  and  it  was  positively  known  that  no 
Tesael  sailing  on  the  surface  had  caused  the  explosion.  Nor  was  it 
deemed  likely  that  the  river  Neva  had  floated  (down  some  submerged 
log  or  other  object  with  sufficient  weight  to  cause  the  explosion  of  the 
torpedoes. 

The  Demon  must  have  struck  the  wires.  Of  this  the  czar’s  officers 
were  absolutely  certain.  And,  if  in  the  vicinity  of  the  torpedoes,  there 
could  be  no  question  of  the  destruction  of  the  submarine  vessel. 

More  welcome  messages  than  that  which  announced  the  destruction 
of  the  Demon  had  not  entered  the  palace  in  a  long  while. 

The  czar  was  every  inch  a  man,  aud  a  brave  man  at  that,  but  he 
would  not  have  been  human  had  not  the  knowledge  that  he  was  sur¬ 
rounded  by  secret  enemies  thirsting  for  his  blood  had  a  depressing 
effect  on  him. 

Day  by  day  the  conspiracy  grew  in  strength  and  in  boldness,  and 
more  than  one  attempt  had  already  been  made  on  his  life.  He  could 
not  place  confidence  in  any  one,  for  more  than  one  of  the  state  coun¬ 
sellors  had  been  proved  to  be  in  league  with  the  Nihilists.  Even 
members  of  his  own  family,  his  owu  blood,  were  suspected  of  desiring 
Jbis  death. 

When  the  czar  learned  of  the  existence  of  the  Demon  he  had  been 
greatly  troubled,  perhaps  as  much  because  he  suspected  the  identity 
of  her  masked  captain  as  from  any  fear  of  the  damage  she  could  do 
Hussia’s  shipping. 

So  he  hailed  the  news  of  the  Demon’s  destruction  with  deep  joy. 

{  It  was  one  danger  more  removed  from  his  path. 

'  Among  those  who  came  into  daily  contact  with  the  czar  were  men 
of  geuius,  ability  and  learning,  and  some  few  of  them  urged  on  the 
czar  the  necessity  of  relaxing  the  severity  of  the  laws  of  the 
empire. 

“  Never!”  cried  the  stern  old  man,  with  set  face.  “  Never!  It 
would  not  remedy  the  evil.  I  have  liberated  the  serfs,  aud  it  is  they 
who  are  at  the  bottom  of  all  this  turmoil  and  trouble.” 

But  Nihilism  had  struck  root  in  other  places  than  the  minds  and 
hearts  of  the  Russian  peasantry,  and  the  same  telegram  that  carried 
joy  into  the  palace  carried  sorrow  to  ten  thousand  hearts,  a  sorrow 
which  each  man  kept  locked  within  his  own  breast,  not  daring  to  com¬ 
municate  it  to  his  neighbor. 

But  the  czar  rejoiced  when  t hero  was  reason  for  fear  rather  than 
rejoicing. 

Why? 

Simply  because  the  Demon  had  escaped  uninjured  the  trap  laid  to 
insure  her  destruction. 

The  torpedoes  had  been  sunk  in  a  bunch  iu  the  channel,  and  wires 
led  away  on  either  side  to  near  the  shore  line. 


- -  -  ■  »— - 

Had  the  Demon  gone  straight  up  the  channel  nothing  on  earth 
could  have  saved  her  from  instant  and  absolute  destruction.  It  was 
the  intention  to  keep  the  Demon  in  the  channel,  but  being  compelled 
to  rely  on  the  compass  alone,  Tom  had  strayed  from  a  true  course. 

The  vessel  struck  the  wires  fully  a  thousand  feet  from  where  the 
torpedoes  were  planted. 

It  was  a  terrible  few  seconds  to  both  Tom  and  Captain  Diabolus 
that  elapsed  between  the  time  when  the  latter  reversed  the  Demon’s 
engine  and  the  time  of  the  explosion. 

The  Demon’s  headway  could  not  be  checked  in  time. 

She  forged  heavily  ahead,  struck  and  tautened  the  wires,  releasing  a 
trip-hammer,  which  in  turn  exploded  the  torpedoes  by  completing  an 
electric  circuit  in  falling.  * 

In  an  instant  came  the  report. 

It  sounded  in  the  ears  of  those  on  board  the  Demon  like  a  thousand 
peals  of  thunder  condensed  in  one.  The  vessel  trembled  from  stem 
to  stern  like  a  leaf  that  is  blown  upon  by  a  gale,  and  for  one  second 
Tom  feared  she  would  be  rent  asunder. 

The  next  instant  a  gigantic  roll  of  churned  and  foaming  water, 
starting  from  the  central  point  of  the  explosion,  caught  up  the  Demon 
and  carried  her  with  it,  exercising  as  irresistible  a  force  as  the  mael¬ 
strom  would  with  a  little  chip. 

The  roll  struck  the  Demon  with  fearful  force,  and  the  shock  hurled 
both  Tom  and  Captain  Diabolus  to  the  lloor,  and  there  they  remained 
unable  to  rise,  while  the  boiling  water  tossed  and  sported  with  the 
vessel,  and  buffeted  her  about,  as  if  it  were  some  vicious  demon 
actuated  by  demoniac  glee. 

But  the  greatest  of  all  dangers  they  had  to  fear — the  explosion  of 
the  torpedoes  in  the  Demon— they  were  saved  from.  The  body  of 
water  which  intervened  between  the  vessel  and  the  point  of  the  ex¬ 
plosion  formed  an  elastic  shield,  and  prevented  the  terrible  coucussion 
from  reaching  her  with  sufficient  force. 

From  the  time  of  the  explosion  until  it  was  all  over  and  the  Demon 
was  lying  at  rest  did  not  exceed  one  minute.  But  it  was  a  terrible 
minute.  It  was  one  of  those  minutes  iu  which  a  man  can  live  a 
whole  lifetime. 

Captain  Diabolus  and  Tom  both  regained  their  feet  at  the  same 
time,  aud  each  looked  at  the  other. 

“  Safe!”  exclaimed  Tom. 

“  It  is  over!”  said  Captain  Diabolus,  in  a  hoarse  tone,  as  he  wiped 
the  beads  of  perspiration  from  his  brow.  But  even  at  such  a  juncture 
aB  this  he  did  not  forget  to  raise  his  handkerchief  so  as  to  keep  his 
face  as  much  concealed  from  Tom  as  though  he  had  never  lifted  his 
mask. 

Bill  Brace  now  came  hurrying  from  the  rear  of  the  vessel,  and, 
seeing  Tom  was  safe,  at  once  retreated  to  his  own  quarters. 

Tom  uttered  no  further  word,  but  waited  until  Diabolus  should 
signify  his  pleasure. 

The  captain  was  not  long  in  making  up  his  mind.  After  taking 
several  turns  the  length  of  the  pilot-house,  he  hoarsely  said: 

“  We  will  on  to  St.  Petersburg!” 

There  may  be  other  sunken  torpedoes  in  our  way,”  Tom  now  made 
bold  to  say. 

v^e  must  try  then  to  avoid  them,”  was  the  calm  reply,  “  Now 
that  we  Know  that  a  certain  danger  threatens  us  we  can  guard  against 
it.  And,  more  knowing  it,  and  being  destroyed,  we  deserve  the  fate 
for  our  carelessness.” 

Stepping  to  the  wheel  Captain  Diabolus  took  hold  of  it,  touched  a  key, 
and  the  Demon  began  moving  slowly  ahead.  Glancing  at  the  compass 
he  brought  the  vessel’s  bow  around  to  the  right  course,  and  then  sum¬ 
moned  Tom  to  his  side  to  assist  him  in  keeping  a  lookout  for  the 
wires  of  other  torpedoes. 

And  he  was  wise  enough  to  now  choose  a  course  to  one  side  of  the 
channel. 

However,  there  were  no  other  torpedoes  to  interfere  with  them,  and 
when  the  water  became  too  shallow  to  admit  of  remaining  beneath 
the  surface,  they  ascended,  and  stole  along  like  some  dark  "shadow  iu 
the  direction  of  St.  Petersburg. 

As  on  a  previous  occasion,  Captain  Diabolus  paid  Radetskv  a  visit, 
taking  loin  with  him.  But  Emilia  was  not  to  be  seen.  The  journey 
to  the  Jew’s  and  the  return  were  made  safely  and  without  incident. 

(  ft01  down  11,0  river  ab°ut  a  mile,  the  Demon  was  again  halted, 
and  all  the  torpedoes  on  board  were  taken  ashore  and  buried  at  the 
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Then  back  to  the  gulf  they  went,  and  at  its  bottom  lay  concealed 
for  three  days,  only  arising  during  the  night  to  opeu  the  deck  door 
and  permit  fresli  air  to  enter  the  vessel. 

On  the  third  evening,  earlier  than  Diabolus  had  ever  ventured  to 
the  river  before,  he  raised  the  Demon,  and  proceeded  to  St.  Petersburg 
again. 

Once  more  Diabolus  and  Tom  went  to  Radetsky’s,  aud  here  Tom 
saw  gathered  a  uumber  of  men  whose  bearing,  garb  and  appearance 
bespoke  them  as  no  ordinary  men.  Everybody  was  in  high  good 
humor,  and  Tom  gathered  that  what  they  had  conspired  for — the 
czar’s  death — was  not  far  distant. 

The  Jew’s  face  was  radiant,  joyous,  enthusiastic. 

Someone  observing  this,  laughingly  said: 

“  Radetsky,  from  the  way  you  look,  one  would  think  that  jou  en¬ 
joyed  killing  people.  You  should  have  been  a  hangman  or  headsman. 
No  doubt  you  would  love  it.” 

“  No-no,”  and  the  Jew  shuddered.  “  I  would  sooner  die  myself 
than  execute  another  man.” 

■* 

“  But  you  have  been  the  soul  and  body  of  this  plot  to  kill  the  czar. 
And  it  was  your  ingenious  brain  which  hit  upon  the  plau  of  undermin¬ 
ing  the  palace  and  blowing  it  up.” 

“  True,”  said  the  Jew.  “  But  in  this  case  I  feel  that  I  am  justified; 
I  feel  that  it  is  the  will  of  God  that  I  shall  be  one  of  the  instruments 
to  make  the  haughty  head  of  Alexander  II.  bow  itself  in  death.  I 
feel  that  it  is  His  will  that  the  czar  should  die  this  terrible  death  in  ex¬ 
piation  of  fiis  many  cruelties  aud  unjust  laws,  aud  injustice  to  that 
long-suffering  race,  of  which  I  am  one — the  Jews.  On  us  every  in¬ 
dignity  has  been  heaped— even  the  dogs  are  treated  better— and  to  be 
a  Jew  is  to  be  debarred  from  every  privilege  of  every  kind;  to  be  de¬ 
spised;  to  have  no  fights;  to  be  the  sport  of  every  drunken  man  or 
thoughtless  boy;  to  be  stoned  even,  as  I  have  been;  for  all  of  which  a 
Jew  has  no  redress  in  Russia,  as  in  America — God  bless  her!— whoso 
laws  treat  a  Jew  as  it  does  every  other  race.  It  is  to  remedy  this 
that  I  joined  with  you,  and  to  compass  the  result  I  am  williug  to  lay 
down  all  that  is  miue — even  life  itself.” 

The  Jew  paused,  and  his  dark  face  was  now  flushed  and  his  eyes 
were  sparkling. 

His  was  indeed  a  noble  motive  for  linking  himself  in  a  murderous 
plot.  For  the  sake  of  his  down-trodden  race  he  was  risking  fortune, 
life,  honor,  all  that  he  had. 

Not  a  man  present  but  bowed  his  head  in  honor  of  the  sentiments 
of  the  Jew. 

“  The  time  has  come,”  at  length  said  Captain  Diabolus.  “  Let  us 
'  away  to  the  appointed  place.  Everything  is  ready,  Radetsky.” 

“It  is.” 

In  pairs  they  departed,  and  met  some  time  later  in  a  rough  little 
house,  the  former  home  of  some  peasant. 

Here  wa3  an  electric  battery  and  a  key,  from  which  ran  a  wire 
through  a  subterranean  passage  to  an  excavation  beneath  the  dining- 
hall  of  the  palace,  where  had  been  transported  the  torpedoes  manu¬ 
factured  by  Bill  Brace. 

In  his  hand  Radetsky  held  his  watch. 

It  was  known  to  the  conspirators  that  visitors  were  to  arrive  at  the 
“  palace,  who  would  immediately  be  conducted  to  the  dining-room.  The 
czar  would  precede  his  guests,  and  the  design  was  to  blow  up  the 
room  just  as  the  czar  entered,  so  that  a  general  slaughter  would  be 
avoided. 

“  Time!”  muttered  Radetsky,  in  a  suppressed  voice. 

Tom’s  arm  was  grasped  by  a  firm  hand,  and  Captain  Diabolus  drew 
him  forward  to  the  key. 

“  It  is  fitting  that  a  native  of  a  free  country  should  strike  this  blow 
at  despotism,”  he  said,  in  a  cold,  stern  voice.  “  Therefore,  do  you 
pres3  down  the  key.” 

“  And  murder  the  czar,”  cried  Tom.  “  Do  your  own  dirty  work!” 

“  Do  it  or  die!”  hissed  Diabolus,  suddenly  planting  a  revolver  on 
Tom’s  temple. 

The  young  fellow  saw  it  was  obey  or  die,  and  with  a  mental  prayer 
that  his  action  might  bring  harm  to  none,  he  touched  the  key  and 
pressed  it  down.  And  from  afar  off  came  a  dull  and  sullen  rumble, 
telling  that  the  mine  had  done  its  hideous  work. 

Then  with  exultant  cries  the  Nihilists  rushed  from  the  hut,  arid  were 
swallowed  up  in  the  darkness  as  they  spread  in  all  directions. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

A  MYSTERIOUS  DEATH. 

*  Emilia  was  so  terrified  as  to  be  perfectly  helpless  in  the  hands  of 
the  Russian  officer  who  laid  hold  of  her,  and  tore  off  her  veil  beneath 
the  light  of  the  street  lamp, 

“  The  count’s  daughter!”  lie  had  exclaimed,  and  then  called  to  his 
companions  that  taking  her  to  the  czar  meant  promotion  for  them  all 
and  death  for  Emilia;  not  that  she  had  committed  any  crime,  poor 
girl,  but  simply  because  she  was  born  the  daughter  of  a  certain  man 
whom  the  czar  feared  and  the  people  loved. 

At  the  juncture  that  the  officer  exclaimed:  “  The  count’s  daughter!” 
one  of  the  three  other  men  hastily  asked  in  a  whisper: 

“  Is  this  true,  Radetsky?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  We  all  believed  her  dead.  How  does  she  come  to  be  with  you?” 

“  To  my  care — the  Jew’s  care — the  father  entrusted  his  daughter.” 

“  Quick— Radetsky — go  now!  We  will  save  the  girl.” 

“  And  will  bring  her  to  me  agaiu?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  On  your  honor?” 

“  Ou  our  honor,  and  as  we  hope  to  succeed  in  our  plot  against  the 
czar.” 

“  I  will  trust  you,”  said  the  Jew,  and  while  the  three  men  grouped 
together  to  shield  him,  Radetsky  hurried  away. 

Straight  to  his  original  destination  he  went,  thrust  a  letter  beneath  a 
certain  door,  and  then  hurried  off  homeward  through  the  darkest  and 
most  deserted  by-streets. 

He  had  not  been  there  long  when  the  signal  came  that  somebody 
waited  for  admittance. 

He  went  through  the  dark  back  room,  and  when  he  returned  to  the 
lighted  middle  room  he  was  followed  by  the  three  officers,  while  ot 
his  arm  clung  Emilia. 

“  I  was  wrong  in  taking  you  into  the  street,”  said  the  Jew,  in  a  self 
reproaching  tone.  “  I  might  have  known  it  was  risky  work,  and  had 
you  really  been  lost  to  me  I  should  go  direct  to  Siberia  and  end  my 
life  in  your  father’s  presence  in  expiation  of  my  crime.” 

“  Crime!  You  would  have  committed  no  crime,”  said  Emilia. 

“  Yes,  I  should.  The  trust  reposed  iu  me  would  have  been  falsi¬ 
fied.” 

Emilia  now  sank  into  a  chair. 

“  Gentlemen, ”  said  Radetsky,  in  a  tone  that  was  rendered  husky  by 
emotion  and  gratitude.  “Gentlemen,  you  could  have  rendered  me  no 
greater  service  than  you  have  to-night,  and  believe  me  it  can  never 
be  forgotten.  A  true  Jew  never  forgets  a  kindness.  Could  money 
pay  you  I  would  offer  money.  But  it  cannot,  I  know.  But  you  have 
my  gratitude,  aud  some  day  may  have  that  of  the  count.” 

“  Say  no  more,”  said  one,  who  seemed  to  take  the  part  of  spokes¬ 
man  by  general  consent.  “Say  no  more,  Radetsky;  only  Heaven 
knows  how  grateful  we  were  at  having  power  to  save  one  in  whose 
veins  flows  the  blood  of  his  family.  If  reward  we  cau  have— let  it  be 
this  privilege,*’  and  advancing  he  knelt  and  pressed  his  lips  to  one  of 
Emilia’s  hands,  an  action  copied  by  his  companions. 

“  Thus  do  we  swear  our  devotion  to  you,  fair  lady,"  said  the  spokes¬ 
man,  as  the  three  arose  to  their  feet. 

“  She  has  beeu  with  you  loug?”  he  said,  inquiriugly,  addressing 
Radetsky. 

The  Jew  bowed. 

“  And  you  have  kept  her  secreted  here  all  this  while?” 

“  I  have.” 

“  We  all  believed  her  dead.  It  is  fortunate  that  you  ran  across  us 
instead  of  someone  else.” 

“  So  it  is,”  Radetsky  answered.  “  The  secret  of  Emilia’s  existence 
is  safe  with  you,  but  the  general?” 

One  man  felt  inside  the  folds  qf  his  cloak,  then  drew  forth  and  held 
up  a  blood-stained  dagger. 

No  word  of  explanation  was  spoken. 

None  was  needed. 

The  simple  action  of  holding  up  the  bloody  weapon  told  the  tale  of 
what  had  transpired  after  Radetsky  had  left  them. 

After  a  glass  of  wine  had  beeu  drunk,  the  three  conspirators  took 
their  departure. 

“  They  were  kind  to  you?”  Radetsky  inquiringly  said  to  Emilia, 
when  the  men  were  gone.  “  They  were  thoughtful  aud  remembered 
your  sex  and  rank?” 
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“  They  were— they  did?”  said  Emilia,  eagerly.  "  I  was  sorry 
she  paused  and  shuddered— “  but  1  did  not  see  it  done;  they  took  care 
that  I  should  not.  But  he  must  have  been  killed!  Kadetsky,  just 
think  of  it— my  going  out  to-night  has  led  to  the  death  of  a  human 
being.  I  will  never  leave  the  house  again.” 

In  the  morning  some  early  riser  found  the  dead  body  of  a  Russian 
general  on  the  sidewalk  of  a  street  that  was  little  traveled  after  night¬ 
fall. 

The  alarm  was  given. 

The  police  were  soon  at  the  spot,  and  at  once  took  charge  of  the 
v  body. 

A  murder  had  been  committed. 

This  was  evidenced  by  the  knife  wound  which  had  robted  him  of 

life.  __ 

But  who  had  struck  the  blow? 

Search  as  they  might,  question  whom  they  please,  the  Russian  police 
could  find  no  clew  to  the  assassin  whose  hand  had  stricken  down  one 
of  the  most  devoted  of  the  czar’s  adherents. 

His  death  was  finally  attributed  to  the  Nihilists,  and  beyond  this 
the  mystery  surrounding  his  death  could  not  be  solved. 

Similar  cases  of  sudden  death— startling  in  point  of  number— had 
occurred  before,  and  this  was  only  one  more  mystery  to  add  to  an 
already  long  list. 

Emilia  kept  her  resolve  not  to  endanger  both  Radetsky  and  herself, 
and  would  not  again  venture  into  the  street.  But  in  the  evening, 
when  the  Jew  expected  no  visitors,  she  and  Radetsky  would  exercise 
in  the  little  yard  for  an  hour  or  so. 

Just  before  the  conspirators  departed  to  explode  the  mine  under  the 
palace,  Emilia  might  have  been  seen  in  her  room,  with  her  cheeks 
aglow  and  her  eyes  flashing. 

The  thought  of  murder  itself  was  horrible  to  the  girl.  But  she 
could  look  forward  to  that  night’s  intended  work  with  pleasure. 
In  the  czar’s  violent  death  she  failed  to  see  anything  murderous;  she 
saw  it  only  as  a  blow  at  a  desperate  government — a  government  which 
was  cruel  and  unjust,  which  had  ground  Radetsky’s  race  to  the  earth, 
and  had  sent  her  fattier  in  chains  to  slave  in  the  Siberian  mines. 

There  was  a  hole  through  which  she  cuuld  see  into  the  middle  room 
Below,  and  the  flush  on  her  cheek  grew  deeper  when  her  eyes  rested 
on  a  certain  person,  the  youngest  in  the  company — the  American. 

When  the  company  had  departed  she  sat  herself  down  to  patieutly 
await  Radetsky’s  return. 

He  came  at  last. 

Emilia  was  down-stairs  when  he  came  swiftly,  yet  almost  noiselessly, 
in,  his  face  glowing  with  exultation,  his  eyes  sparkling  with  joy,  and 
exclaimed: 

“  It  is  done!  Russia’s  tyrant  is  dead!  The  shackles  of  despotism 
are  broken,  and  a  brighter  day  dawns  for  Jews  and  Christiana.  The 
American’s  hand  sent  the  fatal  electric  spark  that  tumbled  the  palace 
about  the  stern  autocrat’s  ears.” 


CHAPTER  XV. 

CHAGRINED  CONSPIRATORS. 

I 

The  plans  of  the  Nihilists,  or  conspirators,  had  been  excellently 
laid  aDd  perfectly  carried  out,  but  fate  stepped  in  and  befriended  the 
czar. 

The  train  on  which  his  guests  were  to  arrive  was  delayed,  a  fact 
of  which  the  conspirators  had  no  knowledge.  The  delay  saved  the 
czar’s  life. 

Just  three  minutes  later  than  the  time  set  for  proceeding  to  the 
royal  dining-room,  the  ceremonious  procession  toward  that  place  was 

•  set  in  motion. 

Liveried  attendants  opened  the  doors  to  let  the  royal  party  pass 

*  and  without  incident  of  a  startling  nature  the  procession  drew  near 
the  dining-room,  at  the  door  of  which  was  a  stately  aud  august  in¬ 
dividual  in  the  livery  of  the  czar. 

The  attendant’s  hand  was  in  the  act  of  flinging  open  the  door  to 
let  the  royal  party  enter,  when— unexpected  and  terrifying— came  the 
terrible,  booming  report  and  the  dreadful  crash. 

The  marble  floor  upheaved,  and  broken  fragments  of  ihe  mosaic 
work  went  flying  through  the  air  of  the  apartment,  striking  and 
smashing  the  globes  on  the  chandeliers,  and  adding  new  sounds  of 
terror  to  the  scene. 

hollowing  the  upheaval  of  the  floor  came  a  gush  of  cold  air,  ex¬ 


tinguishing  some  of  the  lights,  those  which  remained  shedding  a 
ghastly  demi-light  on  the  scene  of  destruction. 

Stricken  dumb,  palsied  with  terror,  with  the  cries  of  fear  frozen 
on  their  blanched  lips,  the  royal  party  crouched,  expecting  each  in-  ' 
slant  that  the  whole  of  the  vast  palace  would  fall  aud  crush  them. 

But  the  walls  of  the  huge  building  withstood  the  shock.  Indeed,  J 
the  mine  had  not  been  calculated  to  destroy  more  than  that -one 

room. 


Such  events  are  as  soon  over  as  they  are  appalling. 

A  person  struck  by  lightning  never  hears  the  thunder  clap  which  % 
follows.  No  matter  how  close  the  lightning  flash  may  come,  if  you 
hear  the  crash,  you  may  rest  assured  that  you  are  safe. 

So  it  was  with  the  explosion. 

Fifteen  seconds  in  all  had  not  expired  when  all  was  over,  when  the 


flying  fragments  had  ended  their  flight,  when  the  upheaved  floor  set¬ 
tled  down,  a  rugged  and  uneven  and  upturned  mass. 

The  last  rumbling  echo  of  the  horrid  explosion  died  out,  and  then 
became  beard  for  the  first  time  the  piteous  shrieks  of  the  waiters  who 
had  just  entered  for  the  purpose  of  waiting  at  the  table. 

Their  cries  were  heartrending,  were  appalling,  but  none  who  heard 
them  dared  enter  the  room  to  give  them  succor.  All  held  back,  not 
knowing  how  soon  another  mine  might  be  exploded  beneath  them  did 
they  enter  the  room. 


The  czar  himself— he  whose  life  had  been  aimed  at — was  the  first  to 
recover  himself,  and  with  a  stern  command  on  his  lips  that  the  palace 
guards  should  follow  him,  he  sprang  across  the  threshold. 

The  wounded  and  dead  were  carried  out  by  those  who  had  been  in¬ 
spired  with  courage  by  the  brave  old  man — for  brave  he  was,  whatever 
his  faults  may  have  been. 

Then  the  telegraph  carried  the  news  to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the 
earth,  aud  whole  nations  were  shocked  at  the  dastardly  secret  attempt 
on  the  czar’s  life. 


Turning  away  from  the  wrecked  dining-hall,  the  czar  led  the  way  to 
another  part  of  the  huge  edifice.  Waiting  only  long  enough  to  issue 
a  few  stern  orders  to  set  the  police  at  work  to  discover  from  where  the 
mine  had  been  exploded,  and  who  the  guilty  parties  were,  he  joined 
his  guests,  and  they  shortly  sat  down  to  a  sumptuous  repast. 

But  the  dying  shriek  of  a  dozen  human  beings  still  rang  in  their 
ears,  and  none  ate  with  appetite  or  relish.  The  feast  was  transformed 
into  the  solemn  eating  of  funeral  meats. 

None  was  less  unstrung  than  the  czar  himself.  The  old  man  walked 
with  firm  step,  aud  his  hand  was  as  steady  as  any  man’s  could  be. 

He  felt  wounded  in  heart  rather  than  indignant  over  the  attempt  to 
blow  up  the  palace  and  destroy  him  and  his  guests. 

“  Heaveu  help  the  wretches  if  they  are  caught!”  the  attendants 
whispered  one  to  another,  after  glancing  at  the  czar’s  terribly  stern 
face. 


Great  was  the  chagrin  of  the  conspirators  on  learning  that  their 
attempt  on  the  czar’s  life  had  failed.  A  feast  that  Radetsky  had  de¬ 
signed  to  give  had  to  be  postponed  to  some  indefinite  time  in  the 
future. 

Captain  Diabolus  had  returned  with  Tom  to  the  Demon  immedi¬ 
ately  on  leaving  the  hut  where  Tom  had  sent  the  electric  spark  on 
its  terrible  mission. 


J  vu"b  VY  L1UU.I  iy  wnu. 

That  the  czar  had  been  killed  by  the  explosion  neither  he  nor  Cap¬ 
tain  Diabolus  doubted,  and  Tom’s  heart  vva3  wrung  with  bitterness 
that  he  had  been  the  instrument  of  that  destruction  of  life. 

More  than  once,  as  they  hastened  along  toward  the  Demon,  a  des¬ 
perate  idea  crossed  Tom’s  mind. 

M  by  not  set  upon  and  disable  Captain  Diabolus,  and  then  return 
alone  to  the  Demon  and  rescue  Bill?  As  for  Diabolus— when  he  re¬ 
covered  consciousness  let  him  take  his  strange  vessel  aud  go  whither 
he  would. 

Mon  than  once  lorn  had  told  Bill  that  he  believed  Diabolus  was  half 
a  wizarti,  ^0l  ^1!U*  ,miny  times  divined  the  secret  current  of  his 

>  nights  when  Tom  had  uttered  no  word  to  give  him  a  clew. 

It  occurred  to  Diabolus  as  natural  that  Tom  might  have  some  just 
such  thoughts  as  were  then  in  his  mind,  and  Tom  saw  that  while 

apparently  off  bis  guard,  Captain  Diabolus  was  really  cognizant  of 
every  move  he  made. 

Tom  remembered  those  noiseless  revolvers  with  a  shudder,  and  for 
the  preseui  gave  un  all  hnni* .  ..  , 
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of  the  man  who  had  given  himself  such  a  striking  and  characteristic 
name. 

They  reached  the  Demon,  and  boarding  her,  started  down  the 

Neva. 

Passing  out  of  the  river,  they  went  the  length  of  the  gulf,  and,  in 
fact,  exactly  retraced  the  course  of  a  few  days  ago,  in  due  season 
arriving  at  Rouen. 

Here  Diabolus  learned  from  Defarge  that  the  plot  had  miscarried, 
and  that  the  czar  had  escaped  uninjured. 

Something  like  an  oath  was  hissed  out,  and  then  Diabolus  gritted 
his  teeth — producing  a  sound  not  unlike  that  of  a  dog  crunching  a 
bone. 

After  a  few  minutes  he  was  himself  again,  and  speaking  quite 
calmly  to  Defarge,  bade  him  allow  a  few  minutes  for  thought. 

“  I  have  auother  plau,”  said  Diabolus,  in  a  few  minutes,  and  then 
sat  down  beside  Defarge,  and  the  two  conversed  in  earnest  whispers 
for  quite  a  little  while. 

A  perfect  understanding  was  finally  arrived  at,  for  Defarge  grinned, 
gloated,  hugged  himself,  and  expressed  in  words  keen  appreciation  of 
the  new  idea  that  had  been  given  birth  by  the  devilish  brain  of  Captain 
Diabolus. 

The  latter  now  departed,  his  last  words  being: 

“  At  the  appointed  hour  to-morrow  night  you  will  be  ready?” 

“  Oui,  M.  Diabolus — out.  Sucre  !  It  is  the  very  thing.” 

“  Where  now?”  asked  Tom,  when  Diabolus  had  returned  to  the 
Demon. 

“  To  deep  water — the  nearest  at  hand,”  answered  the  captain,  his 
manner  being  that  of  one  greatly  preoccupied.  “  We  must  be  here  to¬ 
morrow  night  at  eleven.” 

This  was  more  of  tis  confidence  than  Diabolus  usually  condescended 
to  bestow  on  Tom,  to  whom  the  leason  why  he  did  so  was  apparent — 
he  did  not  kuow  he  was  giving  it. 

“  Return  to-morrow  night?”  thought  Tom,  a  wild  hope  springing  up 
in  his  heart.  “  Ah!  Heaven  grant  that  1  may  hit  on  some  plau  of 
escape  by  that  time.” 

When  the  Demon  had  been  sunk  in  deep  water,  and  Tom  went  to 
his  berth,  it  was  to  lie  there  and  ponder  over  plans  for  escape.  And 
finally  he  hit  on  one  which  at  least  promised  a  show  of  success. 

Quacco  was  exceedingly  fond  of  liquor,  and  Captain  Diabolus  reg¬ 
ularly  measured  out  a  certain  quantity  for  him  three  times  a  day. 

On  the  plea  of  having  a  dreadful  cramp,  Captain  Diabolus  brought 
out  the  liquor  for  Tom,  who  took  mighty  good  care  to  take  a  good 
quantity,  although  he  did  not  drink  a  drop. 

Not  long  after  Bill  Brace  was  taken  with  a  cramp,  and  some  more 
liquor  was  secreted. 

After  Captain  Diabolus  had  taken  his  departure  from  the  Demon  on 
returning  to  keep  his  engagement  with  Defarge,  Tom  stood  the  liquor 
where  Quacco  would  be  sure  to  see  it. 

The  black  giant  finally  found  the  liquor.  The  circumstance  looked 
suspicious,  and  he  glanced  toward  Tom  and  Bill.  Neither  of  them 
was  looking  or  seemed  at  all  conscious. 

At  one  gulp  Quacco  took  nearly  a  third  of  it,  and  he  never  paused 
until  the  whole  had  passed  down  his  capacious  throat. 

The  liquor  mastered  Quacco. 

In  fifteen  minutes  he  was  as  helpless  as  though  bound  hand  and 
foot. 

“  Now  for  liberty!”  exclaimed  Tom. 

He  and  Bill  sprang  to  the  stairs  and  up  them.  The  door  was  fast¬ 
ened.  They  would  have  to  find  the  spring  that  controlled  it.  But, 
though  they  searched  carefully,  it  avoided  the  closest  scrutiny,  and  in 
their  agony  of  mingling  hopes  and  fears,  they  trembled  like  leaves, 
and  the  sweat  ran  in  streams  down  their  faces. 

“  I’ve  got  it!”  at  last  came  the  glad  cry. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

BALKED. 

“  I’ve  got  it!” 

These  glad-toned  words  fell  from  the  lips  of  Tom  nunt,  just  as  he 
was  about  ready  to  give  up  in  despair  the  search  for  the  spring 
that  controlled  the  deck  door  and  barred  them  from  liberty. 

“Thank  Heaven!” 

Deep-toned,  ferv-ent,  full  of  meaning,  this  exclamation  left  the  lips 
of  Bill  Brace. 

Tne  latter  ta-rned  to  look  at  Quacco.  The  black  demon  was  still 


under  the  influence  of  liquor  they  had  obtained  from  Captain  Di¬ 
abolus  by  ati  artifice,  and  afterward  placed  in  his  way, 

“  Won’t  she  open?”  queried  Bill  Brace,  as  he  turned  again  toward 
Tom. 

The  latter  had,  indeed,  found  the  situation  of  the  spring,  or  rather 
a  small  knob  connecting  with  the  spring,  which,  now  that  he  knew  its 
location,  seemed  as  plain  as  the  nose  on  his  face,  although  he  had 
searched  for  it  for  nearly  an  hour,  while  the  sweat  of  a  terrible  and 
anxious  fear  trickled  down  his  face. 

But  having  found  the  knob  wa3  not  the  only  thing  necessary. 

It  now  remained  to  find  out  how  to  manipulate  the  knob  so  as 
to  cause  the  deck  door  to  open. 

First  Tom  tried  pulling  it — then  pushing  it —  then  pulling  it  again. 
It  would  not  do.  Then  he  tried  shoving  it  to  one  side— then  to  the 
other,  and  still  was  unsuccessful.  Then  he  pushed  it  up— then 
pushed  it  down,  and - 

The  door  slid  open. 

But  when  Tom  took  an  upward  step,  and  his  head  reached  the 
level  of  the  deck,  he  gave  utterance  to  a  smothered  cry  of  dismay. 

He  had  run  his  forehead  against  something  cold. 

It  was  the  muzzle  of  a  revolver! 

And  the  weapon  was  held  in  the  hand  of  Captain  Diabolus. 

Chill  after  chill  swept  Tom’s  body,  and  played  up  and  down  his 
spine.  In  the  very  moment  of  his  greatest  hope,  wiien  he  had 
thought  liberty  fairly  within  his  grasp,  cold  and  terrible  disappoint¬ 
ment  had  come  to  him  with  the  irresistible  force  of  a  swollen  tor¬ 
rent. 

Every  second  Tom  supposed  would  be  his  last.  Be  knew  those 
silent  weapons  of  the  demon  captain,  and  they  filled  him  with  the 
same  horror  that  would  have  been  done  by  a  rattlesnake. 

A  low,  almost  noiseless,  peculiar  laugh  which  Captain  Diabolus  in¬ 
dulged  himself  in,  was  anything  save  reassuring. 

“What’s  up?”  inquired  Bill  Brace,  from  below  in  the  dark,  ns  to 
what  had  happened  above  him.  “  Why  don’t  you  go  ahead,  Tom? 
Don’t  be  so  slow,  or  that  masked  devil,  who  only  lacks  horns  and  a 
tail,  will  get  back  and  catcli  us.” 

“  He  has  got  back.” 

So  Tom  managed  to  gasp. 

Diabolus  now  laughed  aloud— a  low,  but  distinct,  mocking  laugh, 
which  seemed  to  ripple  from  his  lips  in  waves,  and  when  the  notes 
died  away  left  an  echo  behind  them. 

Tom  felt  the  chilling  muzzle  of  the  revolver  pressed  more  tightly 
against  liis  head,  and  involuntarily  shrank  from  before  it.  Diabolus 
followed  him  up,  uttering  no  word,  but  now  and  then  adding  a  few 
waves  to  that  mocking  laugh  of  his. 

And  thus,  in  this  grim  silence,  Tom  backed  down  the  stairs  step  by 
step,  followed  by  Captain  Diabolus,  who  took  excellent  care  to  keep 
the  revolver’s  muzzle  against  Tom’s  head. 

When  they  were  both  below  the  level  of  the  deck,  the  door  glided 
shut. 

With  a  quick  and  powerful  shove  of  the  revolver,  Captain  Diabolus 
pressed  Tom  backward  so  suddenly  that  the  young  fellow  was  obliged 
to  spring  back  and  down  to  save  himself  from  falling. 

Now  Captaiu  Diabolus  faced  the  two  captives. 

His  arms  he  folded  on  his  breast,  the  weapon  in  his  hand  being  par¬ 
tially  concealed  thereby;  his  body  was  held  erect;  and  through  the 
orifices  in  the  mask  blazed  two  reddish-green  and  angry  eyes. 

Standing  thus  he  gazed  at  them  in  silence  for  a  full  two  minutes. 

“A  well-laid  plan,  truly;”  he  then  said,  with  a  sneer.  “It  showed 
a  degree  of  genius  and  daring  that  I  had  hardly  supposed  you  pos¬ 
sessed  of.  Is  your  cramp  better?” 

“  Decidedly  better,”  Tom  boldly  answered. 

They  were  in  for  it,  lie  saw,  and  he  was  determined  in  mind  now 
to  brave  out  the  thing.  He  considered  his  fate  as  absolutely  sealed, 
and  felt  that  nothing  could  be  gained  by  trying  to  temporize. 

“Decidedly  better,”  was  Tom’s  reply,  and  then  he  added:  “I 
would  have  been  perfectly  cured  by  this  time,  but  for  the  infernal 
luck  which  brought  you  back  a  minute  too  soon.” 

“A  minute  too  soon?  Why,  I  had  laid  stretched  ont  on  deck 
listening  to  you  for  a  full  half  hour  before  1  opened  the  door.  I 
say  I,  for  you  did  not  open  it,  nor  could  you  if  you  worked  ten 
hours  instead  of  one.” 

“  You  must  be  the  devil  himself,  instead  of  only  his  namesake,” 
blurted  out  Bill  Brace,  following  the  bold  example  set  him  by  Tom. 
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“  For  once  your  watch  clog  was  outwitted,”  and  Tom  laughed  as  lie 
"lanced  in  the  direction  of  the  somnolent  black  demon.  But  it  was  a 
laugh  that  was  very  hollow,  and  contained  no  mirth. 

It  was  a  laugh  that  indicated  sheer  desperation,  and  a  desire  to 
madden  Captain  Diabolus  beyond  the  power  of  self-constraint,  the 
more  quickly  to  end  a  scene  whose  doubt  and  uncertainty  made  it  ex¬ 
quisite  torture  to  the  two  friends. 

Captain  Diabolus,  on  this  occasion — as  on  many  a  previous  one  — 
seemed  able  to  read  Tom’s  mind,  to  penetrate  bis  very  thoughts,  and 
a  grim  smile  was  seen  to  play  about  his  lips  after  this  laugh  of  Tom’s, 
and  he  ostentatiously  put  up  his  noiseless  firearm. 

“  Not  just  yet,  if  you  please,”  he  sneeringly  said.  “  For  the  present 
I  shall  take  no  steps  to  punish  you  for  your  treachery.” 

“Treachery!”  exclaimed  Tom,  indignantly.  “It  was  no  treachery 
for  us  to  attempt  to  escape  from  on  board  of  this  infernal  craft,  sailed 
by - ” 

“  An  infernal  master,”  said  Captain  Diabolus,  as  Tom  paused.  “I 
have  finished  the  sentence  for  you.  Go  on.” 

Tom  bit  his  lip. 

“  Yes,  that  is  what  I  meant  to  say.  It  was  not  treason,  for  we  never 
voluntarily  entered  your  service.  We  are  captives,  not  joined  with 
you  in  your  devilish  work  in  any  way,  save  by  force.” 

“  So?  And  do  you  regret  the  part  you  have  played  in  the  plots  of 
the  Nihilists?  Do  you  regret  having  sent  the  electric  spark  into  the 
prepared  mine  beneath  the  czar’s  palace?” 

“  Do  I?”  and  Tom  groaned.  “  Heaven  only  knows  what  I  would 
give  to  be  able  to  recall  that  action  of  mine.  I  was  a  coward  to  let 
you  force  me  to  do  it.” 

“  Ah!  Now  listen." 

Captain  Diabolus  now  drew  a  paper  from  his  pocket.  It  was  a 
French  paper,  he  explained,  and  he  said  he  would  give  a  free  transla¬ 
tion  of  it  as  he  read. 

It  was  an  account  of  the  search  made  by  the  police,  describing  the 
discovery  of  the  subterranean  passage  through  which  the  earth  taken 
from  the  hole  beneath  the  palace  had  beeu  removed.  This  passage 
being  followed,  they  bad  emerged  in  the  rude  hut  we  have  mentioned. 

Here  they  found  the  battery  and  key-board,  as  they  had  been  left 
when  the  conspirators  so  hastily  dispersed. 

Now  followed  some  hints  as  to  who  the  parties  concerned  in  the 
plot  might  have  been,  the  whole  winding  up  with  the  positive  state¬ 
ment  that  the  mine  was  exploded  by  a  young  American;  and  then 
came  a  graphic  and  correct  pen-picture  of  Tom  Hunt. 

“Russian  spies  are  searching  for  you  at  every  seaport  of  Europe, 
and  in  every  town.  I,  myself,  saw  two  here.  A  reward  of  fifty 
thousand  dollars  is  offered  for  you,  dead  or  alive.  Does  it  elate 
you?  You  do  not  act  so. 

“And  you  have  called  me  a  devil,  have  described  me  as  infernal 
and  probably  think  I  have  no  heart,  that  I  am  not  human  save  in 
form.  Come,  here  i3  the  door.  There,  I  fling  it  open!  Do  you 
wish  liberty?  Take  It— and  Heaven  save  you  from  the  Russian 

!  bloodhounds.” 

Captain  Diabolus  spoke  with  great  dramatic  effect,  and  Tom 
shrank  back  when  he  was  sternly  pointed  toward  the  open  door  in 
the  deck.  In  imagination  he  saw  himself  clutched  in  the  merciless 
grasp  of  the  rough- bearded  Russian  bloodhounds,  who,  if  they  could 
not  take  him  alive,  would  take  him  dead. 

“  Never  again  say  that  I  have  forced  you  to  remain  here  against 
your  will,”  sternly  said  Diabolus,  and  in  a  second  more  the  door 
had  closed.  “Now  go  to  your  room,  both  of  you!” 

To  do  this  they  had  to  pass  Quacco,  who  was  just  beginning  to 
stir  uneasily.  Just  as  they  were  near  him  the  black  giant  opened 
his  eyes,  instinctively  felt  that  something  was  wrong,  sprang  to  his 
feet,  and  glared  from  Tom  and  Bill  to  Captain  Diabolus. 

The  friends  disappeared,  and  flung  themselves  into  their  berths. 
Neither  felt  any  way  but  blue,  and  disinclined  to  talk  of  their 
recent  disappointment;  so,  very  few  words  passed  between  them. 
And  after  a  little  both  fell  asleep. 

Quacco  had  instinctively  known  that  something  was  wrong,  and  a 
glimmering  of  the  truth  rushed  on  his  mind  as  he  saw  Bill  and  Tom 
disappear  in  such  a  crestfallen  manner. 

His  eyes  glowed  like  coals  of  fire  as  he  began  to  be  convinced 
that  he  had  been  made  a  dupe  of,  and  more  than  once  he  ground 
his  teeth  and  growled  iu  his  throat: 

“  Revenge!” 


He  was  the  very  personification  of  this  idea  os  lie  crept  toward  the 
room  where  Tom  and  Bill  lay  sleeping,  only  a  short  time  after  they 
had  drifted  iuto  slumber. 

Soon  he  was  close  to  Tom,  who  was  sleeping  as  though  he  had  not 
suffered  so  great  a  disappointment  so  shortly  before.  * 

Quacco  crouched  down,  his  teeth  displayed,  his  fingers  hooked,  and 

- The  next  instant  Tom  was  recalled  suddenly  from  the  land  of 

dreams.  Was  he  suffering  from  some  horrible  nightmare?  He 
thought  so  for  a  second — but  only  for  a  second,  and  then  he  real¬ 
ized  that  Quacco  had  him  by  the  throat  and  was  dragging  him  from 
his  bunk,  intending  afterward  to  choke  him  as  Torn  had  seen  him 
do  with  another. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 
radetsky’s  disappointment. 

The  Jew  had  returned  home  highly  elated,  bearing  to  Emilia  the 
news  that  Russia’s  autocrat  was  dead. 

Emilia  heard  what  he  had  to  say,  and  while  her  face  whitened 
and  her  lips  quivered,  a  smile  of  pleasure  could  be  seen  struggling 
through. 

“It  means  reform,”  said  Emilia. 

“  Yes,  or,”  and  Radetsky  spoke  very  bitterly,  “  the  death  of  the 
next  czar.  These  conspiracies  will  never  end  until  we  have  gained 
what  we  are  after — our  simple  rights.” 

“  You  will  get  them  now,”  said  Emilia,  with  beaming  face. 
“  How  my  heart  has  bled  for  your  proscribed  race!” 

“  I  certaiuly  hope  to  get  our  rights.  But  there  is  no  telling.  I 
sometimes  believe  that  the  very  men  who  are  working  side  by  side 
with  me  now,  did  the  power  eventually  fall  into  their  bauds,  would 
treat  us  Jews  as  rigorously  or  worse  than  we  are  treated  now.” 

“  Let  us  hope  not,”  said  Emilia.  “  Surely  they  could  not 
treat  you  so  fairly  and  with  such  warmth,  and  in  the  end  prove 
treacherous  and  arbitrary  with  you  and  yours!” 

Radetsky  smiled. 

“  You  hardly  understand  human  nature,  my  child,  as  well  os  I 
do.  Heaven  grant  you  never  may,  for  the  knowledge  one  obtains 
of  human  nature  is  bitterly  paid  for.  But ’’—interrupting  himself 
and  assuming  a  more  cheerful  tone — “  there  is  one  positive  good  that 
will  come  from  this.  Sufficient  pressure  will  be  brought  to  bear  on 
the  young  czar  to  obtain  your  father’s  release  from  the  mines  and  the 
right  to  return  here.” 

After  some  further  conversation,  the  Jew  and  his  lovely  charge 
parted  for  the  night,  and  did  not  meet  again  until  well  toward  noon 
of  the  following  day. 

On  descending  the  stairs,  Emilia  was  struck  by  the  gloomy  appear¬ 
ance  of  Radetsky’s  face. 

“  What  has  happened  to  make  you  look  so  blue?”  she  asked,  lay- 
ing  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  as  she  reached  his  side. 

Radetsky  had  been  up  some  time,  and  with  his  basket  on  his  arm, 
had  gone  to  market — at  least,  such  was  his  ostensible  purpose;  but  in 
reality  he  went  forth  for  the  purpose  of  hearing  how  the  news  was 
received  by  the  population  at  large. 

He  had  found  an  immeasurable  degree  of  excitement  of  every  side 
as  soon  as  he  emerged  into  the  street,  and  the  daring  plan  which  had 
culminated  in  the  blowing  up  of  the  palace  was  on  everybody’s  lips. 

Lut  it  was  not  a  great  while  before  the  Jew  learned  that  the  czar 
had  escaped  uninjured,  and  the  cup  of  his  pleasure  was  turned  to  gall 
and  wormwood. 

Now,  when  Emilia  asked  what  made  him  so  blue,  he  glanced  up 
and  shook  his  head  sadly.  Then  he  mournfully  and  hollowly  said: 

Cii cumstances  befriended  the  czar.  lie  has  escaped — was  not 
even  injured.” 

Emilia  was  surprised  as  well  as  depressed  by  this  news. 

It  may  seem  little  like  the  character  of  a  gentle  girl  to  be  sorry 
that  somebody  had  not  been  assassinated,  yet  a  gentle  and  tender¬ 
hearted  girl  Emilia  certainly  was,  in  spite  of  the  seeming  contradic¬ 
tion. 

With  the  czar  dead,  her  father  might  have  been  permitted  to  re¬ 
turn  to  his  home. 

Not  ev(  n  injured,  repeated  Radetsky,  in  a  vacant  way,  a  f>>w 
seconds  later.  “  Not  even  injured— and  the  working  out  of  the  plan 
of  the  subterranean  shaft  and  mine  cost  me  half  of  a  priucely  for¬ 
This  reflection  caused  a  low  moan  to  arise  to  the  Jew’s  lips. 
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H®  WM  not  freejrom  that  trait  of  his  race — the  love  of  money  for 
its  own  sake.  He  could  sit,  as  he  had  sat,  for  hours  gloating  over 
his  hoards  of  gold,  and  in  playing  with  his  precious  stones,  holding  up 
euc.i  sparkling  gem  between  himself  and  the  light  to  note  its  beauty, 
and  then  weighing  teach  one  on  a  pair  of  tiny  and  very  delicate 
eeales,  and  estimating  its  value  by  its  weight. 

Radetsky  had  many  of  the  traits  and  feelings  of  a  miser,  only  not 
developed  to  the  same  extent.  He  loved  his  gold  and  his  jewels,  but 
he  had  given  of  both  ungrudgingly  when  he  saw  a  probable  way  of 
righting  the  wrongs  of  the  unfortunate  race  from  whose  loins  he  had 
sprung. 

But  now  that  the  money  had  gone  for  naught,  that  the  plot  had 
failed,  he  felt  as  if  he  had  flung  the  money  away,  and  consequently  he 
groaned,  and  his  heart  was  wrenched. 

“  Never  mind,”  said  Emilia,  soothingly,  stroking  his  shaggy  hair; 
“  bad  luck  cannot  follow  us  always.” 

“  I  hope  not,”  was  the  gloomy  reply;  “  but  it  has  stuck  to  us  well 
so  far.  Just  think  of  it!  The  chance  delay  of  a  train,  that  is  seldom 
or  never  behind  time,  robbed  us  of  our  revenge!”  . . 

The  Jew  was  vexed  to  his  heart’s  core,  and  it  was  many  hours  be¬ 
fore  he  recovered  his  usual  equanimity.  His  first  care  then  was  to 
beg  Emilia’s  pardon  for  any  possible  harshness  of  demeanor  which  he 
might  have  exhibited  during  Iris'  despondent  state. 

Three  nights  after  the  blowing  up  of  the  palace  there  was  a 
gathering  of  the  chief  conspirators  at  Radetsky’s  house.  They 
could  do  little  more  than  console  with  each  other,  being  completely 
stumped  by  the  result  of  their  recent  attempt  on  the  czar’s  life. 

“  We  are  having  high  old  times  at  the  palace  now,”  said  an  officer 
who  was  attached  to  the  Imperial  Guard.  “  It  only  needs  a  breath  of 
suspicion  to  rest  ou  a  man  to  insure  his  death.  We  executed  a  man 
to-day  by  the  czar’s  orders.”  / 

“  Who  was  he?”  several  asked.  “  Not  one  who  was  leagued  with 
us,  I  hope?” 

“  No,  poor  devil!  He  was  innocent  of  being  a  Nihilist,  although  he 
was  executed  as  being  one.  He  was  a  police  officer,  and  it  was  dis¬ 
covered  that  he  had  been  doing  something  a  little  crooked.  That 
made  him  a  Nihilist,  and  he  was  killed.” 

The  man’s  name  being  asked  for  and  given,  Radetsky  learned 
that  the  fellow  was  the  very  one  who  had  applied  to  him  for  a 
loan,  and  had  threatened  him  in  case  of  refusal. 

The  Jew  understood  the  case  clearly  then,  and  saw  why  it  was 
that  th9  Russian  had  acted  in  such  a  desperate  manner.  He 
wanted  money  to  buy  his  safety.  Failing  to  obtain  the  price  of  con¬ 
cealment,  he  had  been  hauled  over  the  coals. 

The  czar  was  impatient.  Imcapacitv  alone,  he  thought,  prevented 
the  police  from  ferreting  out  the  leaders  in  the  plot.  The  police  felt 
that  they  must  do  something,  and  they  manufactured  a  Nihilist  out  of 
the  unfortunate  who  had  suffered  death  that  day. 

“Wheels  within  wheels”  is  an  old  and  time-worn  phrase.  But 
there  are  a  series  of  circumstances  that  can  be  no  better  described  than 
by  these  quoted  words. 

While  all  those  who  were  under  Radetsky’s  roof  that  night  were  co¬ 
conspirators,  in  the  same  boat,  sinking  or  swimming  together,  all 
were  not  treated  with  the  same  degree  of  confidence. 

When  the  company  was  on  the  point  of  dispersing,  Radetsky 
managed  to  detain  two  or  three  by  means  of  a  peculiar  look  which  he 
gave  them.  One  of  these  was  the  officer  of  the  Imperial  Guard. 

When  the  three  were  alone,  Radetsky  took  out  and  read  a  dispatch 
which  had  reached  him  that  day  in  a  roundabout  way. 

It  was  a  peculiar  dispatch  in  that  it  read  innocently  enough  to  one 
who  had  no  hidden  key  to  a  hidden  and  inner  meaning. 

The  secret  meaning  of  the  dispatch  the  Jew  explained  to  the  others. 

“  It  is  a  bcld  scheme — very  bold,”  said  he  of  the  Imperial  Guard. 
“  Its  boldness,  however,  may  lead  to  its  being  sucessful.” 

“  Can  it  be  done?”  asked  the  Jew,  in  low  but  earnest  and  eager 
tones. 

“  I  think  so.” 

“  Will  you  put  the  wheels  in  motion?” 

“  I  will.  And  what  sum  can  I  promise  the  fellow  for  his  assist¬ 
ance?” 

“  Ten  thousand  dollars,”  said  the  Jew,  after  a  moment’s  thought. 

‘  Leys  money  might  buy  the  fellow,  but  this  larger  sum  will  probably 
bind  him  more  faithfully  to  us.” 


“  Clear  as  a  bell,”  was  the  rejoinder,  a8  the  officer  of  the  guard 
lightly  touched  the  Jew’s  head.  Who  does  this  idea  originate  with?” 

“|The  sender  of  this  dispatch,”  was  the  non-committal  reply.  “  And 
now,  gentlemen,  good-night.  Let  us  know  how  you  succeed,  for  I 
shall  wait  anxiously  until  I  hear.” 

“  We  must  succeed,”  said  the  guardsman.  But  before  we  go, 
Radetsky,  bring  out  that  prime  liquor  of  yours.  Ha!  you  keep  it 
close  at  hand.  I  have  filled  up— fill  up  your  glasses  now.  You  are 
ready?  Then  drink— speedy  death  to  the  czar!” 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

“WHO  CAN  I  TRUST?” 

The  toast  of  a  “  speedy  death  to  the  czar!”  havifi^  been  drank,  the 
officer  of  the  Imperial  Guard  aud  his  companion  took  their  departure. 

Emilia  waited  until  they  were  gone,  and  then,  as  was  her  custom, 
came  down  to  spend  a  brief  while  with  the  Jew  ere  they  separated  for 
the  night. 

“  My  dear  child,”  said  Radetsky,  affectionately,  as  Emilia  entered 
the  room,  “  I  believe  1  shall  have  to  put  you  in  traces  for  your  own 
good.” 

“  Traces!”  and  Emilia  laughed.  “  Traces!  How  in  traces?  What 
new  notion  has  got  into  my  little  guardian’s  head?” 

“  I  was  just  thinking,  as  I  heard  you  descend  the  stairs,  that  I  have 
permitted  you  to  remain  up  every  night  until  I  have  gone  to  bed. 
Now,  this  is  wrong.  Late  hours  will  surely  steal  the  roses  from  your 
cheeks.” 

“  I  shall  hardly  grieve.” 

“  But  I  shall.” 

“  Never  mind  if  they  do  go,  since  they  are  so  easily  replaced.” 

“  Easily' replaced?  Nay,  there  you  are  mistaken.” 

“  Perhaps  so.  But  the  heroine  of  the  novel  that  I  commenced 
reading  this  morning  was  noted  for  her  ruddy  color,  which  hardly 
seemed  natural,  as  she  had  reached  the  age  known  as  passe.  Inves¬ 
tigation  proved  that  the  color  was  not  paint,  and  her  art  was  eagerly 
but  in  vain  sought  after  by  other  ladies,  until  a  vengeful  dressing 
maid  whom  she  had  discharged  explained  that  it  was  done  by  simply 
pinching  and  rubbing  her  cheeks.  So  you  see  I  have  a  remedy,”  and 
Emilia  laughed  lightly. 

“  Nevertheless,  I  shall  permit  you  no  longer  to  remain  up  so  late  at 
night.” 

“And  you  will  not  be  lonesome?  You  will  not  miss  this  most 
pleasant  hour  of  the  whole  twenty-four  that  I  spend  with  you?” 

Radetsky  winced,  but  made  no  reply. 

“  Come,  you  cannot  put  me  in  traces!  What!  put  a  young  girl  in 
traces?  Impossible!  They  are  gifted  with  too  much  natural  obstinacy 
of  character,  and  I  am  no  exception.  And - ” 

Emilia  suddenly  paused. 

Radetsky  also  heard  that  which  had  caused  Emilia  to  pause— the 
sound  of  approaching  footsteps. 

He  half  started  up,  but  not  this  time  in  the  same  alarm  as  when 
once  before  footsteps  had  been  heard  under  almost  the  same  circum¬ 
stances. 

As  on  the  previous  occasion,  the  knob  was  turned,  the  door  shoved 
open,  and  the  Jew  and  the  girl  saw  the  masked  man  who  had  bade 
them  call  him  the  Exile. 

“  You  are  welcome,”  said  the  Jew,  advancing  to  meet  him,  but 
without  offering  his  hand,  which  it  will  be  remembered  had  before 
been  refused. 

The  Exile  glanced  toward  Emilia. 

She  vaguely  understood  that  he  was  waiting  for  her  to  supplement 
the  Jew’s  welcome,  and  this  she  gracefully  and  promptly  did. 

Bowing  his  acknowledgment,  the  Exile  came  forward  and  accepted 
the  chair  which  Radetsky  proffered  him. 

The  Exile’s  head  drooped  presently,  and  he  remained  silent  for  some 
minutes.  The  other  respected  his  desire  for  silence,  and  uttered  no 
word  nor  sought  to  draw  him  from  his  revery. 

“  It  was  too  bad  that  such  a  well-laid  plan  should  fail,”  he  said — or 
almost  blurted,  so  suddenly  and  forcibly  did  he  speak  whon  he  broke 
the  silence. 

Radetsky  nodded. 

Too  bad — too  bad!  I  could  almost  have  cried  when  I  heard  of  it, 
strong  man  though  I  am.  Tell  me,  has  anything  more  been  done?  Is 
there  any  plan  on  the  stocks?” 

Again  Radetsky  nodded. 
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Emilia  glanced  from  one  to  the  other,  and  thinking  possibly  her 
presence  acted  as  a  restraint,  arose  to  take  her  departure,  but  paused 
when  the  Exile  held  up  his  hand. 

“Nay,”  he  said;  44  do  you  remain.  We  have  nothing  to  say  that 
should  cause  a  shudder  to  one  in  whose  veins  courses  the  brave  blood 
of  him  you  call  father.” 

“  It  is  hardly  fitting  that  her  ears  should  be  permitted  to  hear  the 
details  of  these  plans,”  Radetsky  said.  “  If  it  is  your  wish,  though 

- ”  and  he  paused  in  amannerithat  bespoke  a  genuine  deferencelfor 

the  Exile. 

“  Let  it  be  as  she  wishes,”  said  the  Exile,  ^directing  his  gaze  in 
Emilia’s  direction.,. 

The  girl  bowed,  and  acting  as  in  her  judgment  was  best,  at  once 
withdrew. 

“  So  we  are  free  now,”  said  the  Jew.  “  I  said  we  had  a  plan. 
Should  you  like  to  hear  it?” 

“  Yes.” 

44  It  is  poison  /” 

Radetsky  lowered  his  voice  and  spoke  these  three  words  in  a  hoarse 
whisper. 

“  Poison?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  How  administered?” 

44  In  his  food.” 

“  In  his  food?  How  are  you  going  to  accomplish  that?” 

“  By  bribing  one  who  is  iu  a  position  to  slip  the  poison  into  a  dish 
of  food.” 

“  The  man’s  name?” 

“  Varrovitcb.” 

The  Exile  started. 

After  looking  earnestly  at  the  Jew  for  a  full  minute,  he  then  slowly 
shook  his  head. 

“An  excellent  plan,”  he  said;  “but  the  man  is  a  bad  one  to 
trust.  He  would  betray  anybody,  and  more  than  likely  would  be 
treacherous  with  you.  After  getting  your  money,  he  would  attempt 
to  make  capital  by  exposing  the  scheme  to  the  czar.” 

“  But  he  will  not  be  paid  until  he  has  fulfilled  his  part  of  the 
plan  and  the  czar  is  dead.” 

“  All  the  worse  for  that.  He  is  a  cowardly  wretch  at  heart,  and 
will  sell  you  out  at  once.” 

“  You  seem  to  know  him  well?” 

“I  do,”  said  the  Exile,  bitterly.  “I  now  know  that  it  was  his 
long  and  treacherous  tongue  which  gave  me  the  first  trouble.” 

44  But  General - has  already  taken  steps,  perhaps,  to  see  this 

man.” 

“  The  devil  you  say!  He  must  be  warned  at  once.  I  will  go 
and  see  him  myself.  But  stay!  You  are  usually  well  informed, 
Radetsky.  Can  you  give  me  the  names  of  those  employed  in  the 
czar’s  kitchen?” 

“  I  can,”  was  the  reply. 

How  thoroughly  the  Nihilists  or  conspirators  were  posted  was 
evidenced  by  the  list  which  the  Jew  now  produced. 

It  contained  the  names  of  all  the  servants  of  the  czar’s  household, 
from  the  meanest  scullion  to  the  czar’s  private  secretary.  And 
attached  to  the  list  was  a  perfect  plan  of  the  palace,  showing 
every  closet  and  door  and  window,  and  was  so  minute  in  detail  that 
every  article  of  furniture  was  accurately  located  in  the  various 
rooms. 

t  Slowly  the  Jew  read  down  the  list. 

Suddenly  the  Exile  halted  him. 

“  Repeat  that  last  name.” 

44  Municsky.” 

\  44  Pedro?” 

44  Ay — Pedro  Municsky.” 

I  44  Position?” 

44  Assistant  cook  for  pastry.” 

44  Trusted?” 

44  Every  confidence  is  placed  in  him.” 

44  Good!  That  simplifies  matters.  And  now  what  about  the 
poison?  Have  you  got  it  here?” 

44  Yes.” 

As  Radetsky  answered,  he  drew  forth  a  scrap  of  white  paper, 
which  looked  as  if  it  might  have  been  torn  frcm  a  letter. 

44  It  is  contained  in  the  pulp  of  that  paper,”  said  the  Jew.  44  A 


thimbleful  of  water  with  this  placed  in  it  for  a  few  seconds  will  become 
so  poisonous  that  a  whole  regiment  could  be  killed.” 

Again  the  Exile  was  silent  for  a  little,  his  head  bent  in  thought. 

Then  suddenly  facing  the  Jew,  he  raised  his  hand  and  plucked  off 
the  mask. 

44  See,  Radetsky!  Look  closely  at  my  face!  Do  you  recognize 
me?” 

44  Not  the - ”  Without  finishing,  Radetsky  recoiled  with  a  gasp 

of  alarm.  “  I  might  not  have  trusted  you  had  not  I  thought  you  to 
be  the - ” 

44  Peace!”  interrupted  the  Exile.  44  I  proved  myself  worthy  of 
your  deeDest  confidence  when  I  came  before.  Did  I  not  satisfy  you?” 

44  You  did.  I  trusted  you  then,  and  know  that  I  can  now.” 

44  'Tis  well.  Now  do  you  know  me?” 

44  I  do  not.” 

44  Look  closely — sharply.” 

“  I  have,  and  do  not  know  you.” 

44  Then  I  may  indeed  feel  myself  safe  when  the  keen  eyes  of  Radetsky 
faibto  recognize  me.  Those  cursed  mines  must  indeed  have  made  a 
change  in  my  appearance.  But  no  more!  Give  me^he  poisoned  pa¬ 
per.” 

44  Then  you  are  the - ” 

44  Peace!”  again  exclaimed  the  Exile. 

Humbly  Radetsky  placed  the  bit  of  paper  in  the  Exile’s  hand, 
and  the  strange  man  took  his  leave. 

Straight  to  the  house  of  General - he  went,  saw  that  gentle¬ 

man  for  less  than  five  minutes,  and  then  went  swiftly  away  toward 
the  worst  section  of  the  city. 

In  a  saloon  here  he  went,  and  after  gazing  keenly  around,  ap¬ 
proached  and  spoke  to  a  man,  who  turned  pale  as  death  at  sound 
of  the  Exile’s  voice,  and  then  followed  him  with  cheeks  all  aglow. 

44  You  know  my  voice?” 

44 1  do,”  was  the  warm-toned  reply.  “And  Heaven  only  knows 
how  glad  I  am  to  speak  to  my  old  and  best  loved  master.” 

44  You  still  retain  the  old  affection  for  me?” 

44  I  do.  Try  me.” 

“  I  mean  to,”  and  then  the  Exile  led  him  further  away,  and  in  a 
dark  corner  he  and  Pedro  Municsky  discussed  the  chances  of  com¬ 
passing  the  czar’s  death. 

Municsky  was  thoroughly  trusted,  yet  was  so  little  tied  to  the 
interests  of  the  czar  that  a  few  words  had  bound  him  to  support 
his  old  master’s  scheme  of  revenge. 

In  the  morning,  when  the  palace  was  opened,  Municsky  entered 
at  the  hour  he  usually  returned  when  absent  over  night.  He  was 
accompanied  by  the  Exile,  disguised  as  a  professional  cook. 

Municsky  was  that  day  ordered  to  make  a  particular  dish  for  the 
czar’s  use.  Into  this  a  thimbleful  of  poisoned  water  was  placed.  At 
the  proper  time  the  dish  was  taken  in,  and  Municsky’s  friend  was  just 
beating  a  retreat  when  an  alarm  rang  out.  Instantly  every  doorman 
sprang  to  close  his  door,  and  prepared  to  guard  it  with  sword  and 
pistol. 

From  door  to  door  the  Exile  flew,  but  could  pass  none. 

The  czar’s  officers  were  now  rushing  in  every  direction,  and  the 
Exile  at  last  was  seen  by  the  chief  of  the  czar’s  detectives. 

“  Stop  that  man!”  he  yelled,  pointing  a  finger  at  the  Exile.  44  Ha 
is  Roloff,  the  convict,  who  has  escaped  from  the  Siberian  mines!” 


'  CHAPTER  XIX. 

A  FEARFUL  FIGHT. 

Any  one  who  has  ever  had  the  nightmare  knows  better  than  pen 
can  describe  the  terrible  sensations  produced  by  it.  Such  only  as 
have  been  afflicted  by  visits  of  nightmare  can  appreciate  the  feelings 
of  Tom  Hunt,  when  he  half  awoke,  conscious  of  a  sensation  of  chok¬ 
ing,  followed  up  by  the  knowledge  that  he  was  in  the  grasp  of  Quacco. 

The  black  fiend  had  been  rendered  frantic  by  the  knowledge  that 
Tom  had  laid  a  plan  and  fooled  him  near  to  the  point  of  escaping. 
He  was  bound  to  Captain  Diabolus  by  many  ties,  one  of  the  strong¬ 
est  of  which  was  fear.  This  was  mingled  with  a  strange  sort  of  affec- 
tion  that  was  partially  the  slavish  admiration  that  the  lesser  person 
gives  to  the  greater. 

1  he  fact  of  feeling  that  he  had  disgraced  himself  in  the  eyes  of 
Captain  Diabolus  added  fuel  to  the  flames  of  Quacco’s  resentment, 

amt  he  had  suddenly  determined  to  lose  no  time  in  wreaking  revenge 
on  Tom’s  head.  ° 


23 


THE  LITTLE  DEMON. 


The  negro  saw  that  Captain  Diabolus  was  in  a  preoccupied  frame 
of  mind,  and  took  advantage  of  the  fact  to  steal  away.  He  was  not 
observed  nor  his  object  guessed  by  any  one  until  Tom  awoke  with 
Quacco’s  writhing  fingers  about  his  throat. 

Instantly  Tom  mentally  pictured  the  scene  of  the  horrid  strangling 
of  the  traitorous  Nihilists,  and  cold  chills  darted  up  and  down  his 
spinal  column,  while  in  less  than  a  second  his  whole  body  was  bathed 
in  clammy  perspiration. 

In  vain  he  tried  to  scream. 

Those  strong,  long  fingers  effectually  prevented  speech. 

And  presently,  when  their  grip  tightened,  it  became  more  difficult 
to  breathe. 

Tighter  and  tighter  still,  slowly,  gradually,  but  certainly  curtailing 
Tom’s  breath,  making  the  strangling  ten  times  more  horrible  than  if 
he  had  been  hung  in  the  orthodox  way. 

It  was  terrible. 

It  was  even  more  than  terrible— it  was  horrible  and  fiendish. 

Slowly  that  grip  was  tightened,  until  the  breath  gurgled  in  Tom’s 
throat.  Then  he  began  to  gasp.  And  a  minute  later  his  eyes  began 
to  bulge  and  his  longue  was  forced  from  his  mouth. 

Oh,  if  he  could  only  arouse  Bill  Brace. 

The  latter  lay  there  in  his  bunk  snoring  away  and  enjoying  a  good 
sound  sleep. 

The  fact  of  Bill’s  nearness,  coupled  with  the  knowledge  that  the  old 
tar  might  be  able  to  save  him  if  awake,  mado  the  situation  more  ter- 
rihle  than  it  otherwise  would  have  been. 

Tom’s  brain  began  to  reel. 

The  restriction  of  the  circulation  of  his  blood  was  beginning  to 
make  itself  felt,  and  he  felt  that  it  was  a  question  of  only  a  very  few 
seconds  ere  consciousness  would  leave  him. 

This  must  not  be — no — no— this  should  not  be— he  wildly  thought, 
and  then  commenced  to  battle  more  fiercely  than  before,  with  convul¬ 
sive  energy  kicking  out  his  booted  feet  and  fetching  Quacco  in  the 
legs  and  shins. 

The  black  fiend  growled  low  in  his  throat,  tightened  his  grasp  a 
little  more,  then  lifted  Tom  bodily  from  the  floor.  At  once  darkness 
like  a  pall  began  descending  on  his  brain. 

Filled  with  a  deep  desperation,  he  writhed  and  sqnirmed,  and  kicked 
and  struggled,  until  the  sweat  rained  from  his  face.  And,  a  minute 
later,  like  lightning  he  seized  on  an  opportunity  to  insert  his  teeth 
into  one  of  Quacco’s  wrists. 

Agony  and  despair  formed  two  powerful  incentives  to  biting  with 
all  his  strength,  and  Tom  did  so.  Stoical  as  the  black  fiend  was,  the 
catting  of  Tom’s  strong  teeth  into  his  wrist,  was  just  one  peg  beyond 
his  power  of  endurance,  and  he  uttered  a  smothered  howl  of  pain. 

To  shake  Tom  off,  Quacco  was  compelled  to  release  hold  of  his 
throat. 

This  he  did. 

To  then  break  the  grip  Tom  had  on  him  was  the  work  of  only  an 
instant  to  one  of  Quacco’s  immense  strength. 

But,  before  he  could  again  grasp  his  intended  victim  by  the  throat, 
Tom  had  managed  to  draw  a  few  deep  breaths,  and  now  he  called  — 
gasping  rather,  for  he  still  lacked  breath: 

“  Bill — Bill — quick — wake  up!” 

Bill  Brace  only  stirred  uneasily,  then  snored  away  more  heavily 
than  before. 

“  Ahoy,  below  there!  Danger!  All  hands  on  deck!” 

Just  as  the  soldier  will  sleep  through  a  heavy  cannonading  and 
then  awake  at  the  tap  of  the  drum,  or  a  command  to  “  fall  in,”  so  Bill 
Brace  was  brought  to  his  feet  by  the  call  of  “all  hands  on  deck.” 

Half  asleep,  he  reached  his  perpendicular,  and  then  began  groping 
about  for  the  “fo’cas’l  companion”  by  means  of  which  to  reach  the 
deck. 

“  Bill— Bill!”  cried  Tom. 

“  Ay,  ay,  messmate,”  answered  Bill.  “  I  ain’t  got  my  eyes  quite 
open  yit,  but  I  will  soon,  and — what!— Tom— Quacco— I  remember 
now - ” 

“  Help  me,  Bill,  for  Heaven’s  sake!”  interrupted  Tom. 

•*  That  I  will,”  was  the  prompt  rejoinder,  and  without  taking  time 
to  pull  up  his  shirt-sleeves  or  spit  on  his  hands,  Bill  made  a  dash  at 
Quacco. 

The  latter  had  exerted  his  great  strength  an  instant  before,  and 
now  again  bad  Tom  by  the  throat  in  spite  of  his  fierce  struggle  to 
prevent. 


The  black  fiend  saw  that  Bill  could  give  him  trouble,  and  knew  that 
he  must  waste  no  time  in  finishing  Tom,  if  he  wished  to  finish  him 
at  all. 

So  now  he  threw  his  whole  strength  into  his  fingers,  and  in  a  second 
or  two  Tom’s  tongue  lolled  out  of  his  mouth,  his  eyes  began  to  pro¬ 
trude,  and  the  breath  gurgled  in  his  throat. 

Spat— spat! 

This  was  occasioned  by  Bill’s  two  bony  fists  striking  Quacco’s  face 
in  quick  succession. 

Spat— spat! 

The  tar  followed  up  the  first  brace  by  another  equally  as  well  deliv¬ 
ered. 

With  the  grim  stoicism  of  an  Indian,  Quacco  bore  the  punishment 
without  a  murmur,  but  his  eyes  flashed  with  a  demoniac  vindictive¬ 
ness  that  augured  ill  for  the  tar  when  he  was  through  with  Tom. 

Bill  uttered  a  cry  of  despair. 

Just  then  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  Tom’s  face.  It  was  distorted  with 
anguish  and  almost  black  in  hue,  while  his  protruding  eyes  were 
bloodshot,  and  from  his  nose  the  red  life  fluid  was  beginning  to 
trickle. 

Then  he  saw  something  which  raised  his  spirits.  It  was  the  pro¬ 
truding  haft  of  a  knife  from  the  black  giant’s  belt. 

To  snatch  this  forth  was  the  work  of  an  instant.  Like  lightning 
Bill  raised  and  then  sent  it  with  dreadful  earnestness  flying  toward 
Quacco’s  vitals. 

The  blade  was  dyed  with  blood,  and  Quacco’s  clothing  and  flesh 
was  laid  open  to  the  ribs,  oa  which  the  knife  had  struck  instead  of 
reaching  a  vitai  point. 

The  negro  uttered  a  bellow  of  pain  not  unlike  that  of  a  mad  bull, 
and  in  his  agony  forgot  everything  else,  and  unconsciously  released 
his  hold  on  Tom,  who  fell  heavily  to  the  floor. 

Pausing  for  a  second,  Quacco  glared  at  Bill  Brace,  and  then  champ¬ 
ing  his  teeth,  while  his  breath  fluttered  through  the  masses  of  froth 
which  covered  his  lips,  he  sprang  at  the  daring  tar. 

.  Bill  was  braced  to  receive  the  shock,  and  clutched  the  weapon 
firmly.  ''It  was  a  weapon  which  he  knew  how  to  use,  and  he  meant  to 
slay  the  monster,  if  possible. 

There  came  a  rush  of  feet. 

Then  Captain  Diabolus  appeared  on  the  scene,  his  reverie  having 
been  broken  into  by  the  scuffle  and  the  negro’s  howl  of  pain.  His 
eyes  flashed  with  intense  rage  as  he  saw  what  had  occurred. 

He  struck  Quacco  across  the  face  with  the  flat  of  his  hand,  and  as 
the  black  fiend  turned  and  saw  who  it  was,  every  vestige  of  anger 
disappeared,  and  was  replaced  by  a  cowed  and  humble  expression. 

Captain  Diabolus  sternly  pointed  Quacco  toward  the  pilot  house, 
and  in  that  direction  the  negro  giant  disappeared,  with  head  bent, 
and  subdued  manner. 

“  Now  tell  me  the  meaning  of  all  this,”  savagely  demanded  Dia¬ 
bolus,  fixing  his  gaze  on  Tom,  who  had  just  risen  to  a  eitting  posture, 
and  was  trying  to  recall  what  had  transpired. 

His  dazedness  soon  disappeared.  The  knife  in  the  hands  of  Bill 
Brace  was  the  key  that  unlocked  the  state  of  half  unconscious¬ 
ness  he  was  in,  and  in  reply  to  the  captain’s  question,  he  related  how 
Quacco  had  come  in  and  attacked  him. 

4‘  You  will  not  be  troubled  by  him  again,”  said  Diabolus,  “  I  will 
give  him  his  orders  at  once  on  this  point.  You  are  not  injured?’’ 

“  Not  seriously,  I  hope.” 

“  It  is  well,”  and  turning,  Diabolus  returned  to  the  pilot  house. 

What  passed  between  him  and  Quacco  Tom  never  knew,  nor  how 
the  communication  was  made.  But  when  Quacco  entered  their  quar¬ 
ters  several  hours  later,  he  bent  humbly  down  and  kissed  the  feet  of 
both  Tom  and  Bill  in  token  of  submission. 

But  both  could  see  that  in  the  depth  of  his  eyes  there  lurked  an  an¬ 
imosity  that  had  never  been  eradicated— that  coaid  never  be  eradicat¬ 
ed  save  by  their  deaths. 

It  was  a  matter  of  wonder  to  Tom  and  Bill,  more  now  than  ever  be¬ 
fore,  how  and  by  what  means  Captain  Diabolus  wielded  such  an  aut¬ 
ocratic  power  over  the  negro. 

Discussion  on  this  point  was  cut  short  by  Tom’s  being  summoned 
to  the  pilot  house  to  take  the  wheel  while  Diabolus  slept. 

Nothing  more  occurred  of  any  interest  until  just  before  they  again 
reached  the  mouth  of  the  river  Neva. 

They  had  gone  up  the  gulf  at  night,  sailing  on  the  surface,  and  day 
was  just  breaking,  with  the  mouth  of  the  river  in  sight,  when  Dia- 
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witliiri  himself  for 


fpar  of  the  disnleasuro  which  the  czar  might  visit 


bolus  looked  earnestly  out  of  the  window  for  a  few  seconds,  and  then 
turning  toward  Tom,  uttered  a  glad  shout. 

“  The  czar  is  dead.  At  last  we  have  been  successful.  May  he  re¬ 
main  in  Satan’s  grasp  forever!” 

And  Tom  heard  this,  and  wondered  where  Diabolus  had  obtained 
his  uews. 

CHAPTER  XX. 

A  MIRACULOUS  ESCAPE. 

“  That  man  is  Roloff,  the  convict,  who  has  escaped  from  the  Si¬ 
berian  mines!” 

Roloff! 

What  consternation  and  excitement  the  mention  of  that  name  pro¬ 
duced! 

It  was  the  name  of  one  of  the  greatest  among  the  great  Russian 
nobles,  allied  by  blood  to  the  czar,  and  in  the  opinion  of  many  his 
family  had  more  right  to  the  throne  than  that  of  Alexander. 

Thousands  of  the  nobles  regarded  Roloff  with  affection,  and  tens  of 
thousands  of  the  peasantry  regarded  him  as  a  sort  of  father  and  pro¬ 
tector. 

Believing  him  to  be  a  person  dangerous  to  his  peaceful  occupancy 
of  the  throne,  the  czar  lmd  caused  him  to  be  sent  to  Siberia  as  a  con¬ 
vict.  If  Roloff  had  not  before  been  an  enemy,  this  last  action  had 
transformed  him  into  one  of  the  bitterest  kind. 

Roloff,  or  the  Exile,  as  he  pleased  to  call  himself,  turned  toward 
the  chief  detective  of  the  palace  when  he  had  thus  denounced  him,  and 
fastening  on  the  fellow  a  pair  of  sternly  flashing  eyes  he  quite  calmly 
said : 

“  Listen,  sirrah!  You,  who  denounce  me  thus,  are  guilty  of  base 
ingratitude  to  one  who  spared  your  life  more  than  once.  Your  action 
stamps  you  for  the  cur  that  you  are,  and  for  this  your  life  shall  pay 
the  forfeit.  Speak  not  lightly— so  remember  my  words!  Guard  your¬ 
self  as  you  may,  the  arm  of  vengeance  is  long  enough  and  strong 
enough  to  reach  you.  Yes,  I  am  Roloff — now  stay  my  course  if  you 
can.” 

The  Exile’s  form  was  borne  proudly  erect,  and  for  a  brief  second 
he  gazed  contemptuously  at  the  deteciive,  with  folded  arms.  Then 
he  balked  a  hostile  move  by  swiftly  drawing  a  brace  of  revolvers. 

Then  to  the  doorman  he  said,  sternly: 

“  Out  of  my  way!” 

The  revolver  enforced  his  command,  and  in  two  seconds  the  door 
was  between  him  and  the  detective;  when  the  latter  reached  it  he 
found  it  locked  or  secured  somehow. 

In  the  hall  beyond,  the  Exile  found  another  doorman  guarding  his 

way. 

“  Ni - ”  he  said. 

“  —  hil - ”  The  doorman  promptly  added  the  second  syllable. 

**  — ist,”  said  Roloff,  finishing  the  password,  “  Nihilist.” 

The  doorman  glanced  around,  then  flung  open  the  door,  and  the 
Exile  bounded  through. 

Another  guard  was  reached. 

He  was  loyal  to  his  master,  the  czar. 

His  loyalty  cost  him  his  life. 

Crack! 

The  Exile  never  hesitated,  but  pulled  trigger  so  soon  as  he  learned 
that  it  was  the  only  way,  and  the  guard  dropped  dead  with  a  bullet 
in  his  brain. 

Door  after  door,  and  guard  after  guard  was  passed  as  if  by  magic. 
In  some  cases  his  password  caused  the  door  to  fly  open,  in  other 
cases  he  knew  the  guards  and  shouted  out  who  he  was,  and  with 
them  the  name  of  Roloff  was  like  the  “  open  sesame  ”  of  the  Arabian 
Nights’  tale;  and  in  st ill  other  cases  his  ready  revolvers,  sure  eye 
and  steady  hand  removed  the  barrier. 

Meanwhile  the  alarm  was  wildly  ringing  through  the  palace,  and 
within  live  minutes  from  the  time  it  first  rang  forth  every  outer  por¬ 
tal  of  the  palace  was  guarded  by  a  squad  of  the  Imperial  Guard. 

Then  came  a  strict  search  of  the  palace,  but  no  trace  of  Roloff  was 
to  be  found.  He  had  vanished  as  completely  as  though  the  earth 
had  opened  and  swallowed  him  up. 

The  chief  detective  was  positive  that  he  could  not  have  escaped, 
and  every  nook  and  corner  of  the  palace,  even  to  the  closets  and 
under  the  beds,  were  scrutinized  again  and  again.  But  all  to  no  pur¬ 
pose. 

“  It  is  a  miraculous  escape!”  gasped  the  chief  detective,  trembling 


upon  him. 

And  a  miraculous  escape  it  really  was.  And  it  was  even  more  as¬ 
tounding  than  miraculous,  for  it  was  hardly  credible  that  a  man 
single-handed  and  alone,  could  have  been  in  the  heart  of  the  palace 
and  get  beyond  its  confines  without  being  captured  or  killed. 

Then  a  dread  rumor  flashed  through  the  palace,  and  was  passed 
from  one  pair  of  pale  and  trembling  lips  to  another.  That  rumor  said 
that  a  dish  of  which  the  czar  had  eaten  had  been  poisoned,  and  that 
be  was  dying. 

This  news  could  not  be  retained  within  the  palace  walls.  Indeed, 
in  less  than  half  an  hour  it  bad  spread  all  over  Sfc.  Petersburg,  carry¬ 
ing  sorrow  to  a  few  hearts,  but  joy  to  many  others. 

Even  Radetsky  knew  of  it  without  even  having  left  his  house  or 
having  heard  a  word.  From  bis  window  be  bad  observed  a  eerlain 
signal  which  he  understood. 

His  face  at  once  lighted  up  with  a  joyful  look,  but  having  been  so 
bitterly  disappointed  before,  he  did  not  go  into  the  same  extrava¬ 
gance  of  expression. 

Instead,  he  kept  as  calm  as  was  possible,  and  waited  for  some  veri¬ 
fication  of  the  good  news. 

This  was  not  to  be  obtained. 

When  he  went  out  into  the  streets  it  was  to  hear  all  sorts  of  rumors. 

# 

One  was  that  the  czar  was  dead. 

Another  was  that  be  had  been  poisoned,  was  not  yet  dead,  bat 
would  die. 

Another  was  that  he  had  been  poisoned,  but  would  recover;  while 
still  another  rumor  said  that  he  had  not  been  poisoned  at  all. 

The  papers  when  they  were  issued  were  perfectly  silent  on  the 
subject,  and  the  poisoning  was  not  referred  to  either  directly  or  indi¬ 
rectly.  " 

All  this  was  very  unsatisfactory  to  Radetsky,  but  he  could  do  noth¬ 
ing  but  wait  as  patiently  as  possible  until  such  time  as  the  truth 
should  reach  him,  and  this  would  not  be  so  very  long,  for  one  of  the 
czar’s  consulting  physicians  was  a  Nihilist,  and  would  let  out  the 
truth  at  the  proper  time. 

And  after  night  had  been  for  several  hourB  fallen,  Radetsky  had  a 
visitor  in  the  person  of  a  general  in  the  czar’s  household. 

He  bore  a  note  from  the  consulting  physician  alluded  to,  to  Radet¬ 
sky: 

“  It  was  well  done.  Accident  alone  saved  the  czar’s  life.  He  will 
live.” 

So  the  note  ran,  and  that  was  all  of  it.  There  was  no  address-on  it, 
it  was  not  signed,  and  the  handwriting  was  disguised. 

The  general  swore  roundly  over  their  ill-luck,  and  said^that  a  mis¬ 
take  had  been  made  in  not  acquainting  some  of  the  faithful  ones  with 
the  fact  that  such  an  attempt  was  to  be  made. 

“  H  came  near  costing  Roloff  his  life,”  said  the  visitor.  “  I  had 
not  heard  of  his  escape,  nor  had  the  czar,  so  it  was  a  complete  sur¬ 
prise  to  everybody.  What  a  foolish  man  he  was  to  risk  his  life  in 
such  an  undertaking. 

“  Roloff,  you  say?”  said  the  Jew. 

“  Yes,”  was  the_reply.  “  Of  course  you  knew  all  about  it,  and 
that  he  was  the  man?” 

“  I  did,”  was  Radeisky’s  prompt  rejoinder.  “  But  he  promised  me 
not  to  put  himself  in  danger.” 

A  short  while  later  the  general  departed,  and  Emilia  came  down 
from  the  upper  floor  to  spend  an  hour  with  the  Jew. 

A  few  minutes  subsequently  Radetsky  was  brought  to  his  feet  by 
an  imperative-toned  summons  from  the  private  entrance.  He  sprang 
to  answer  it,  and  two  or  three  minutes  later  reeled  back  into  the 
room,  pale  as  a  corpse,  and  cried: 

“  Your  hat,  Emilia!  Where  is  it?  Quick!  our  lives  are  threatened!” 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

PUT  ON  OATH. 

Captain  Diabolus  was  not  a  man  who  took  kindly  to  being  ques¬ 
tioned,  and  Torn  dared  not  question  him  as  to  where  he  had  ob¬ 
tained  the  information  that  at  last  the  object  of  the  Nihilists,  the 
czar’s  death  had  been  accomplished. 

The  captain,  however,  paved  the  way  for  the  asking  of  the  ques- 

t.on,  even  if  he  did  not  invite  it,  his  great  good  humor  rendering 
him  quite  sociable. 

ho  when  Tom  had  asked  him  how  he  knew,  Captain  Diabolus 
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bade  him  approach  the  window,  and  then  pointed  out  to  him  a  pretty 
little  chateau  on  the  buuk,  with  a  number  of  pretty  towers  and 
angles. 

•*  Do  you  see  a  window  iu  the  northeast  tower  that  is  curtained 
with  red?” 

“  I  do.’* 

“  By  that  I  know  that  blood  has  flown — or  rather  that  the  czar  is 
dead.  That  window  would  be  covered  by  a  blue  shade  under  other 
circumstances.” 

“  Then  the  occupant  of  that  beautiful  dwelling  is  a  Nihilist?”  said 

Tom. 

“  He  is.” 

“  And  the  color  of  the  shade  is  a  signal  agreed  upon  between  you?” 
said  Tom. 

“  Not  at  all,  for  I  never  saw  the  man!” 

Tom  looked  at  Diabolus  in  wonder. 

The  captain  smiled  at  Tom’s  astonishment  on  hearing  that  he  was 
using  the  sign  of  a  man  whom  he  had  never  seen. 

“It  only  shows  you,”  he  said,  presently,  “how  thoroughly  we 
Nihilists  are  organized.  We  pass  each  other  in  the  streets  as  strau- 
gers— and  indeed,  are  strangers — but  each  and  all  of  us  are  striving 
for  the  same  object.” 

“  And  for  the  same  reasons?”  Tom  shrewdly  asked. 

“  Well  put,”  said  Diabolus,  good-humoredly.  “  You  are  smarter 
than  I  gave  you  credit  for.  No,  we  all  have  different  reasons,  I  think, 
for  pursuiug  the  scheme  of  murdering  the  czar.  What  my  own  rea¬ 
sons  are  you  can  never  know.  Others  are  Nihilists  because  they  hope 
to  gain  power  under  a  new  ruler.  Others,  again,  have  relations  in 
Siberia,  whom  they  hope  a  new  ruler  will  pardon.  Others,  again,  hope 
to  seo  a  time  of  anarchy  and  confusion  follow  on  the  czar’s  death, 
when  they  can  burn  and  pilage  all  they  please.  Still  others  are  fan¬ 
atics,  and  merely  wish  to  overthrow  the  existing  order  of  things  with¬ 
out  any  idea  of  what  will  follow.” 

Having  told  Tom  this  much,  he  suddenly  put  a  seal  on  his  lips  and 
became  mute  as  an  oyster. 

Tom  looked  at  him,  and  thought  to  himself  that  he  should  like  to 
kuow  for  what  reason  Captain  Diabolus  was  a  Nihilist. 

All  that  day  they  lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  gulf,  and  not  until  nearly 
midnight  did  they  venture  up  the  Neva  to  St.  Petersburg. 

Before  taking  bis  departure,  Captain  Diabolus  demanded  of  Tom  a 
pledge  that  he  would  not  endeavor  to  escape  during  his  absence. 

This  Tom  gave.  It  would  have  been  useless  to  have  withheld  the 
pledge  required,  for  he  could  have  made  assurance  doubly  sure  by 
putting  them  in  irons  had  the  pledge  been  refused. 

Tom  felt  sure,  immediately  on  the  return  of  Captain  Diabolus,  that 
he  had  heard  unpleasant  news  during  his  absence. 

And  so  he  had. 

He  deigned  to  tell  Tom,  as  the  Little  Demon  was  flying  down  the 
river,  that  the  attempt  to  poison  the  czar  had  failed. 

“  A  servant  found  an  opportunity  and  took  a  good  mouthful  or  two 
of  the  czar’s  private  dish  on  the  sly.  His  suddenly  falling  sick  aroused 
suspicion  in  time  to  save  the  czar’s  life.  He  had  a  mouthful  of  it  just 
when  he  was  warned.” 

“  Why  not  give  it  up?”  said  Tom.  “  Surely  Heaven  must  be  against 
you  or  the  czar  would  have  fallen  a  victim  long  ago.” 

“Do  you  know,”  said  Captain  Diabolus,  suddenly  wheeling  about 
and  grasping  Tom  by  the  arm,  while  he  bent  on  him  a  piercing  gaze, 
“do  you  know  I’ve  sometimes  wondered  if  Heaven  was  against  us, 
was  protecting  the  czar?  Do  you  believe  anything  like  that  could  be?” 

“  I  believe  it  could  be,  for  He  is  all  powerful,”  said  Tom,  reverently. 

“  You  think  it  could  be.  Do  you  believe  it  is  the  case?” 

Tom  shook  his  head. 

“I  will  answer  honestly.  No,  I  do  not  think  Heaven  can  in  justice 
protect  a  man  whose  only  claims  to  the  right  to  slay  and  banish  peo¬ 
ple  at  will — to  make  war  at  pleasure  and  sacrifice  thousands  of  human 
lives — are  derived  from  being  born  the  son  of  one  who  did  the  same  be¬ 
fore  him.” 

“  You  are  a  genuine  American - ” 

“Through  and  through,”  interrupted  Tom. 

“  I  am  glad  you  do  not  think  Heaven’s  hand  is  seen  in  opposition 
to  ua.  Then  why  should  I  give  it  up?” 

“  From  humanity  alone.” 

“  Bah!”  retorted  Captain  Diabolus.  “  The  czar  must  die!  Give  it 
up?”  and  now  his  eyes  were  burning  like  coals  of  fire;  “  I  would  die 


first.  Give  it  up?  I  would  suffer  myself  to  be  hewn  into  ten  thousand 
fragments  before  I  would  renounce  my  oath  to  do  all  I  can  to  encom¬ 
pass  the  death  of  Alexander,  czar  of  the  Russias.  Give  it  up?  Never, 
no,  never!” 

They  passed  the  mouth  of  the  river  and  went  down  the  gulf  perhaps 
a  dozen  miles.  Then  Diabolus  sank  the  Demon  to  the  bottom. 

“  Accompany  me!”  he  said  to  Tom  when  the  vessel  was  at  rest. 

He  led  the  way  toward  the  rear  of  the  vessel,  pausing  on  the  way 
to  arouse  Bill  Brace  and  Quacco.  He  then  passed  on  to  the  spot  where 
Bill  had  done  the  manufacturing  of  torpedoes. 

Quickly  Diabolus  explained  what  he  wanted  done.  Tom  was  to  re¬ 
main  in  charge,  and  Bill  and  Quacco  were  to  work  under  his  direc¬ 
tions  in  the  preparation  of  a  quantity  of  hand-grenades. 

Having  seen  them  get  to  work,  Captain  Diabolus  withdrew  to  his 
room  in  front  of  the  pilot-house.  No  more  was  seen  Of  him  for  nearly 
a  dozen  hours  afterward. 

When  he  did  put  in  an  appearance  Tom  was  the  only  one  visible, 
Bill  and  Quacco  haviug  gone  off  to  take  a  nap. 

Diabolus  swore  roundly  when  he  learned  that  the  others  were  off 
asleep,  and  demanded  of  Tom  why  he  had  permitted  them  to  pause 
without  his  consent  being  asked. 

“  For  a  very  good  reason,”  Tom  replied,  with  almost  as  much  spirit 
as  the  other  had  shown.  “  This  is  delicate  work,  and  a  sleepy  man 
is  not  a  safe  one  to  handle  these  materials.” 

“  I  am  in  a  hurry  for  them,”  Diabolus  began,  impatiently,  but  then 
added,  in  an  altered  tone,  “you  are  right,  though;  the  sarest  way  is 
the  best,  even  if  it  is  the  slowest.” 

It  took  three  days  to  manufacture  the  number  of  hand-grenades 
wanted  by  Diabolus. 

Then  once  more  the  Demon  was  raised  and  headed  up  the  river 
toward  St.  Petersburg. 

Captain  Diabolus  brought  her  to  a  halt  in  the  same  position  as  she 
had  occupied  on  the  occasion  of  her  last  visit,  and  then  prepared  to 
leave  the  Demon. 

“Tom!” 

Captain  Diabolus  spoke  as  sharply  as  unexpectedly. 

“Ay— ay,  sir,”  touching  his  forelock. 

“  I  am  going  on  a  perilous— a  very  perilous— mission  to-night,  and 

it  is  possible  that  I  may  never  return.  In  case  I  do  not -  No 

one  is  near  us?” 

“  No,  sir.” 

“  In  case  I  do  not,  then  I  want  you  to  do  something  for  me.  Here 
is  a  gold  riug— there! — I  have  broken  it.  Here  is  a  part  for  you — 
preserve  it  carefully.  Should  I  not  come  back,  I  want  you  to  take 
the  Demon  to  the  United  States,  and  there  keep  her  until  she  is 
claimed  by  a  person  bearing  the  other  half  of  this  ring.  Will  you  do 
so?” 

“  I  will.  But  how  about  getting  oat  of  this  craft.  I  do  not  know 
the  secret  of  the  door.” 

“  Quacco  does,  and  will  reveal  it  when  you  show  him  that  ring 
and  nod  your  head  thrice.  But  you  must  swear  never  to  use  this 
means  of  learning  except  in  the  contingency  named.  Swear!” 

Tom  swore  at  once  to  do  as  he  had  already  promised,  and  then 
Diabolus  disappeared  with  a  bundle  containing  the  hand-grenades. 

Tom  thought  matters  over  after  the  departure  of  the  captain,  and 
hardly  knew  whether  to  be  pleased  or  dissatisfied  with  himself  for 
having  bound  himself  as  he  had  done. 

Hours  passed  on,  and  be  began  to  think  that  there  was  every 
probability  of  his  being  called  upon  to  carry  out  the  stipulations  of  his 
oath. 

Why  did  not  Diabolus  return? 

To  stay  much  longer  would  ne  absolutely  dangerous,  for  daylight 
was  not  far  distant.  Still,  he  did  not  wish  to  leave  the  spot  as  long 
as  there  was  the  slightest  possibility  of  the  captain’s  return. 

At  lust  day  dawned. 

Looking  from  the  pilot-house  window,  Tom  saw  that  a  person 
passing  had  seen  the  Demon,  and  now  stood  gazing  at  her  with  open- 
mouthed  wonder. 

Tom  was  glad,  yet  sorry. 

ne  hated  to  think  that  Diabolus  had  been  killed  or  captured,  and 
yet  was  glad  to  think  that  it  meant  an  end  to  his  captivity,  and  his 
tone  was  a  joyous  one  as  he  cried  to  Bill: 

“  Off  for  home!” 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

AT  RADETSKY’S. 

“  Our  lives  in  danger!” 

Emilia  echoed  Radetsky’s  words  instead  of  obeying  his  behest  to 
make  haste  and  obtain  her  hot. 

“Yes,  in  danger,”  he  repeated.  “For  Ileavon’s  sake,  my  beauty, 
hurry  up  and  get  your  hat!  And  don’t  forget  a  veil  to  throw  over 
your  face,  both  as  a  disguise  and  protection.” 

“  What  has  happened?” 

“  Hurry!”  was  the  only  reply  vouchsafed  by  the  Jew,  who  had  pulled 
out  a  bunch  of  keys  and  was  busy  in  unlocking  the  drawer  of  a 
idesk. 

In  that  drawer  reposed  certain  papers,  which  would  have  exposed 
many  a  one  to  the  danger  of  an  ignominious  death,  should  this  evidence 
fall  into  the  hands  of  the  government. 

Impressed  by  Radetsky’s  manner,  Emilia  bounded  up-stairs  in  quest 
of  a  hat  and  veil. 

With  these  on  she  descended  as  swiftly  as  she  could. 

Just  as  she  had  announced  herself  in  readiness,  and  Radetsky  was 
on  the  point  of  bidding  her  follow  him,  a  man  dashed  into  the  room. 

“You,  general?”  exclaimed  the  Jew.  “Then  danger  presses 
close!” 

“  What  is  the  meaning  of  this?”  asked  the  general. 

“Don’t  you  know?” 

“No.”  ’ 

“A  squad  of  soldiers  are  on  the  way  to  take  me  prisoner.” 

“  Say  you  so?”  and  the  general  spoke  in  a  puzzled  tone.  “  Surely 
there  must  be  some  mistake  here,  for  the  breath  of  suspicion  has  never 
attached  itself  to  you.” 

“That  was  the  warning  I  received.” 

“Warning  was  brought  you?” 

“  Yes.”  i, 

“I  can’t  understand  it.  The  czar's  orders  first  reach  me,  and  I  give 
them  out,  and  none  of  the  orders  referred  to  you.” 

“Explain  it  if  you  can.  If  you  cannot,  we  must  go  at  once,  for  it 
will  not  do  to  waste  time  that  cannot  be  afforded.” 

“  Who  brought  the  message?”  So  the  general  asked. 

“The  fellow  you  met  at  the  door — who  is  waiting  to  guide  me  to  a 
place  of  safety.” 

“  Ha!  His  name?” 

“  Mahrhoff.” 

“I  understand  now,”  and  light  broke  across  the  general’s  face.  “  I 
should  have  recognized  his  voice,  but  failed  to  do  so.  He  challenged 
me,  I  gave  the  signal,  and  was  permitted  to  pass.  He  was  sent  to 
warn  Petrofl3ky,  the  Jew,  iustead  of  Radetsky,  the  Jew.” 

“  It  is  Petroffsky,  then,  against  whom  the  order  is  out?” 

“Yes.  The  messenger  has  made  a  mistake.  Quick,  Radetsky!  Send 
him  to  warn  your  compatriot.” 

Radetsky  sprang  to  the  back  entrance. 

The  next  minute  the  messenger  was  flying  to  warn  Petroffsky  of  his 

danger. 

“I  came  here  to  prepare  you  for  the  receiving  into  your  house  of 
Petroffsky,”  said  the  general.  “  Through  me  the  messenger  was  told 
to  say  that  he  was  to  be  followed  to  a  place  of  safety— by  which  I  meant 
this  house.  You  will  receive  him  here?” 

An  expression  of  displeasure  crossed  the  Jew’s  face. 

“I  don’t  wish  anybody  to  remain  here  permanently — I  don’t  care 
who  it  is.  Since  the  order  has  so  gone  forth,  I  will  receive  and  Keep 
him  for  twenty-four  hours,  by  which  time  you  must  find  him  an  asylum 
elsewhere.  Have  you  forgo!  ten  this  lady,  general?”  indicating  Emilia. 
“The  secret  of  her  presence  here  is  known  only  to  a  few,  and  must 
not  be  divulged  to  more  than  now  know  it.  How  can  it  be  kept  secret 
if  Petroffsky  or  anybody  else  is  introduced  into  this  house  to  remain 
permanently?” 

“I  luid  forgotten,”  apologized  the  general.  “Do  not  attribute  it  to 
any  lack  of  devotion  to  the  interests  of  this  fair  being,”  and  the 
general  had  just  pressed  his  lips  to  Emilia’s  hand,  wheu  a  deep  voice 
said: 

“It  were  better  for  you  had  you  never  been  born,  than  that  you 
were  trusted  with  the  secret  of  her  existence  even,  and  then  failed  in 
your  devotion  '* 

‘  The  Exile!”  Emilia  murmured. 

Radetsky  had  turned  on  his  heel  and  faced  him  who  had  uttered 
these  almost  menacing  words. 


After  a  single  glance  at  him,  the  Jew  hurried  to  Emilia’s  side  and 
whispered  to  her  to  retire  to  her  room. 

She  bowed  gracefully  and  disappeared,  followed  by  the  eyes  that 
gleamed  through  the  mask  that  covered  the  Exile’s  face. 

Instead  of  resenting  the  brusque  speech  of  the  new-comer,  the  general 
bared  and  bent  bis  bead. 

Then,  advancing  a  few  steps  until  he  was  very  near  the  Exile, 
standing  proudly  there  with  folded  arms,  the  general  bent  one  knee  to 
the  floor  and  raised  his  unsheathed  sword  as  if  asking  the  other’s 
acceptance  of  it. 

“Nay,”  said  the  Exile,  in  a  softer  tone,  “the  day  and  generation 
for  such  things  has  gone  past.  Rise  and  sheathe  your  sword.” 

“Thanks,  my  lord,”  said  the  general,  rising  and  returning  his  sword 
to  the  scabbard.  “I  wished  to  show  you  that,  although  in  the  employ 
of  the  czar,  my  heart  is  with  you.” 

“And if  I  was  czar,  would  it  not  be  with  Alexander?”  asked  the 
Exile  in  a  half-sneering  tone. 

“You  wrong  me!”  cried  the  general. 

“  So  I  do,”  said  the  Exile.  “  Forgive  me  for  hurting  your  feelings. 
You  will  grant  me  pardon?”  in  a  genuine  warmth  of  tone. 

“  Most  willingly,  Lord  Roloff,”  was  the  reply.*  “  And  now  will  you 
grant  a  request  of  mine,  aud  lay  aside  the  mask  while  in  our  com¬ 
pany?” 

The  Exile  bowed. 

But  as  he  laid  aside  the  mask  he  said: 

“Henceforth  address  me  only  as  the  Exile — speak  of  me  only  as  the 
Exile.  It  is  the  safer  and  better  way,  and  will  please  me  best,” 

The  general  bowed,  and  then,  the  mask  being  removed,  gazed  long 
and  earnestly  at  the  Exile’s  face. 

“  Life  in  Siberia  has  altered  you  much,”  he  ventured  to  say. 

“  It  has,”  aod  for  a  single  instant  a  terrible  passion  convulsed  the 
Exile’s  features  and  caused  fire  to  flash  from  his  eyes. 

He  conquered  himself  with  an  effort,  and  as  he  faced  the  Jew  an 
amused  smile  flitted  about  the  corners  of  his  heavy  but  well-shaped 
mouth. 

“  You  are  surprised?”  he  said. 

“  Not  now.  The  surprise  came  when  I  learned  that  Roloff  had 
been  seen  within  the  palace.  Your  escape  is  considered  as  a  miracle.” 

The  Exile  smiled  grimly. 

Radetsky  drew  closer  to  him. 

“  What  became  of  him V'  he  asked  in  an  intense  whisper. 

“  That  mu9t  remain  a  secret  for  the  present,”  was  the  reply.  “Not 
that  I  fear  to  trust  you  Radetsky,  but  because  a  vow  that  I  have  made 
prevents  my  doing  so  until  a  certain  mission  is  accomplished.” 

“  But  you  can  answer  this — is  he  dead?” 

“  I  can  answer  nothing.” 

“  And  you  will  not  say  how  you  came  in  possession  of  the  half  key 
and  words?” 

“  No,”  was  the  decided  answer.  “  My  identity  satisfies  you  that  all 
is  right,  however,  does  it  not?” 

“  It  does.” 

At  this  instant  came  the  sigual  again. 

The  general  concealed  himself,  the  Exile  assumed  his  mask,  and 
Radetsky  having  departed,  soon  returned  with  the  messenger  of  danger 
and  the  threatened  Jew,  Petroffsky. 

The  latter  the  Exile  took  under  his  own  charge,  with  a  promise  to 
see  him  in  a  safe  place,  and  soon  took  his  leave. 

Then  the  general  came  forth,  talked  a  few  minutes  with  Radetsky, 
and  also  departed. 

No  sooner  was  the  Jew  alone,  than  he  opened  a  cabinet  and  from 
it  took  a  dust-covered  bottle.  It  contained  wine,  so  aged  and  excellent 
that  it  was  almost  worth  its  weight  in  gold. 

A  few  bottles  of  this  precious  liquid  had  fallen  into  Radetsky’s  hands 
many  yeais  before,  and  no  bottle  of  it  hail  ever  before  been  opened, 
save  in  honor  of  Emilia’s  recurring  birthdays. 

But  to-night  he  opened  the  last  bottle  for  his  own  benefit.  1 

lie  seldom  tasted  liquor  in  any  shape,  but  lie  had  been  uiistrung, 
and  felt  the  need  now  of  something  to  brace  up  his  nerves. 

“  This  lia8  been  a  n'Sbt  of  surprises,”  he  muttered  to  himself  as  he 
smacked  his  lips  over  the  oily  wine,  which  imparted  a  generous  warmth 
to  his  whole  system,  and  toned  up  his  nerves  instantly. 

It  had  indeed  been  a  night  of  surprises.  But  the  greatest  surprise  of 
all  was  in  store  for  him  still,  it  was  thrust  suddenly  upon  him  as  he 
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*r.<ed  up  the  bottle  and  turned  away  from  the  cabinet  where  he  had 
*  placed  it. 

In  turning  away  he  faced  the  door  leading  from  the  secret  passage. 

The  door  was  open,  and  on  its  portal  stood  the  wasted  figure  of  a 
uu.  The  figure  was  almost  that  of  a  skeleton,  the  face  was  cadav- 
ro  ;s  and  the  eyes  deeply  sunken.  One  bouy  hand  clung  to  the  door 
imb  for  support,  while  the  other  was  extended  toward  the  Jew. 

The  latter  trembled  in  every  joint  as  he  gazed  at  his  visitor,  who 
joked  like  one  just  risen  from  the  grave.  Then  the  Jew  staggered 
-iaer  than  walked  toward  his  singular  guest. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE  EXILE  OX  BOARD  THE  DEMON. 

"Hip,  hip,  hurrah!”  bellowed  Bill  Brace,  when  Tom  had  answered 
is  startled  query  as  to  what  he  had  said  by  repeating: 

44  Off  for  home.” 

"  Do  you  mean  it?”  gasped  Bill,  after  having  given  three  cheers 
rith  a  will. 

"1  do,”  said  Tom.  "There  is  no  use  of  waiting  longer  for - ” 

Just  then  he  glanced  out  of  the  window. 

"Here  he  comes  now!” 

So  he  concluded  his  speech  in  a  disappointed  tone — in  a  tone  which, 
/hile  it  betrayed  disappointment,  was  not  so  regretful  as  it  might 
'  ve  been. 

Tom  was  glad  at  heart  when  he  had  thus  received  ocular  demon- 
tratiou  that  Captain  Diabolus  was  still  in  the  land  of  the  living. 

The  confidence  which  Diabolus  had  reposed  in  Tom  on  divers 
ccasions  had  been  gratifying  to  the  young  fellow,  and  he  had  come 
o  think  that  the  captain  had  some  good  traits,  after  all. 

"  And,”  Tom  added,  with  emphasis,  "  he’s  got  two  others  with 
im.” 

So  he  had. 

He  was  coming  in  a  hurry,  for  it  was  very  late  and  he  did  not  know 
rho  might  observe  them.  But  only  the  gaping  individual  seen  by  Tom 
•as  there  to  witness  the  embarkation  of  the  three  men  on  board  the 
lemon,  and  he  shrank  back  when  the  three  drew  near  him. 

Captain  Diabolus  greeted  Tom  in  a  kinder  tone  than  he  had  ever 
sed  before,  and  later  on  took  occasion  to  say  that  he  highly  valued 
je  young  fellow’s  trustiness. 

Tom  flushed  guiltily,  for  he  remembered  that  bis  hand  was  on  the 
Larting  Key  even  as  he  first  saw  Diabolus  returning. 

“  We  must  away  for  England,”  said  Diabolus  as  he  started  the 
lemon  down  the  river.' 

Vust  ere  they  reached  the  spot  where  the  Russian  batteries  might 
re  on  them,  had  they  been  apprised  of  the  Demon’s  nearness,  Diabolus 
link  her  below  t.he  surface. 

Here  she  was  kept  until  all  danger  from  shot  and  shell  had  been  left 
ir  astern,  and  then  she  was  brought  to  the  surface. 

Tom  was  now  invited  to  take  the  wheel,  afier  lie  had  first  traced  out 
course  that  would  soonest  bring  them  to  English  soil. 

"  It  made  no  difference  what  part  of  England  it  was,”  Captain 
Habolus  told  Tom.  44  All  they  wanted  was  to  land  a  passenger  in 
biglisb  dominions.” 

Which  of  the  two  persons  was  to  be  landed  on  English  soil,  Tom  was 
ot  long  in  determining.  It  was  the  Jew,  and  not  the  man  who  wore 
mask  almost  exactly  similar  to  that  of  Captain  Diabolus. 

The  run  was  a  speedy  and  pleasant  one,  and  Tom  found  his  conject* 
res  right  as  to  which  of  the  two  men  was  to  be  landed. 

Ml  was  the  Jew. 

Tie  was  put  ashore  on  a  tocky  headland,  and  Tom  overheard  the 
iasked  stranger  say  to  him: 

"  Petroffsky,  if  yon  will  take  my  advice,  you  will  keep  close  in  some 
tile  town  for  a  while,  change  your  name,  and  as  soon  as  possible  go 

t  America.” 

4*  I  wiil  do  so,”  was  the  reply;  "  I  was  a  fool  for  ever  leaving  there 
ad  corning  to  Russia.” 

44  Now  back  to  the  Neva.” 

So  said  Captain  Diabolus  when  the  deck  door  was  closed,  and  Tom 
ur-  ed  the  Demon’s  prow  about  and  retraced  their  recent  course. 
'Katurally,  he  was  not  a  little  curious  to  know  who  the  masked 
‘.I5*.ng  'T  was,  but  his  cariosity  was  kept  iu  a  slate  of  suspense  all  the 

rale, 

b  A  one  day  he  overheard  that  which  caused  his  eyes  to  open  with 


lie  was  at  the  wheel,  and  Captain  Diabolus  and  his  guest  were  in 
the  room  immediately  forward  of  it.  The  door  slood  slightly  ajar. 

The  two  masked  men  had  been  talking  some  little  time,  aud  gradu¬ 
ally,  as  they  became  more  earnest,  their  voices  became  louder. 

Tom  finally  heard: 

"You  must  admit,  sir,  that  the  claims  of  my  family  to  the  throne 
of  Russia  are  as  good  as  the  claims  of  the  Romauufl  family,  which 
now  governs.” 

"But  I  do  not  admit  it,”  Captain  Diabolus  returned,  warmly. 
"  The  family  of  Romanoff  belongs  ou  the  throne  because  the  voice  of 
the  people  placed  it  there.” 

“Pah!  It  is  so  stated— but  it  would  be  mighty  hard  to  verify  any 
such  statement.  Brute  force  did  it,  just  as  brute  force  has  placed  ou 
the  throne  every  ruler  in  Europe.  Bah!  Napoleon  became  emperor 
because  the  people  wished  it,”  and  his  tone  was  sneering. 

"  Weil — well — let  us  not  quarrel,”  said  Diabolus.  "  We  are  bound 
in  the  ties  of  blood  relationship,  and  both  stand  close  to  the  present 
czar,  and  I  the  closer  of  the  two.  Let  the  other  matters  drop — it  is 
enough  that  we  are  one  iu  heart  and  purpose  in  putting  the  present 
czar  out  of  the  way.” 

44  Your  purpose  in  so  doing  is  what?” 

So  the  masked  stranger  asked,  and  his  tone  was  as  severe  and 
determined  as  any  Tom  had  ever  heard  Diabolus  use. 

"Revenge!”  hissed  Diabolus. 

"And  after  that?” 

“  Nothing.” 

"Nothing?  Then  you  have  no  designs  on  the  throne?” 

"  I  have  not.  But — hush!  I - ”  and  then  Tom  heard  Diabolus  add 

something  more,  but  in  the— to  him  unknown— Russian  tongue. 

Not  long  after  Captain  Diabolus  emerged  and  carelessly  asked 
Tom  if  he  knew  ju3t  where  they  were.  But  careless  as  was  the  cap¬ 
tain’s  demeanor,  Tom  knew  that  he  had  come  out  with  a  purpose, 
and  that  purpose  was  to  try  and  discover  if  anything  they  had  said 
had  been  overheard. 

By  a  great  effort  Tom  managed  to  put  a  very  blank  expression  into 
his  face,  and  pretended  not  to  observe  the  closeness  of  the  captain’s 
scrutiny. 

He  played  his  part  well,  and  Diabolus  returned  to  Ms  guest,  satis¬ 
fied  that  Tom  had  learned  nothing.  Presently  the  latter  heard  the 
conversation  resumed,  but  now  conducted  entirely  iu  the  Russian 
tongue. 

44  Diabolus  is  either  a  brother  or  a  son  of  the  czar,”  Tom  told  Bill, 
in  a  whisper,  when  he  got  a  chance. 

And  Bill  looked  wise,  and  said: 

"  I  allers  know’d  he  wasn’t  no  common  man,  from  the  way  he 
stepped  and  talked.” 

They  arrived  off  tiie  mouth  of  the  Neva  while  it  was  yet  light,  and 
consequently  the  Demon  was  sunk  to  the  bottom  to  await  the  fall 
of  night. 

During  the  time  they  were  compelled  to  wait,  Tom  overheard  a 
couple  more  sentences  spoken  in  English. 

44  Then  we  understand  each  other?”  Tom  heard  the  masked  stranger 
say. 

44  We  do.” 

“  Then  I  am  satisfied.  As  you  have  guessed  my  object  on  board 
was  to  learn  why  you  were  bent  on  the  czar’s  death,  I  feel  uow  that 
we  are  one  in  this  matter.” 

After  the  hour  had  arrived  when  it  was  considered  safe  to  move, 
the  Demon  was  taken  up  the  river,  and  was  once  more  halted  near 
the  outskirts  of  St.  Petersburg. 

"  I  have  an  errand  to  attend  to,  Tom,”  said  Diabolus,  "  and  I  want 
you  to  go  with  this  gentleman  to  the  Jew’s  where  I  once  took  you. 
Note  the  way  carefully,  for  you  will  be  obliged  to  return  alone.  And 
be  careful  to  deliver  to  me  a  verbal  message,  which  the  Jew  will 
give  you  in  exactly  the  words  he  uses.” 

44  And  if  I  get  back  first?” 

"  Quacco  will  be  on  the  lookont,  and  will  let  you  in.  And— take 
these,  you  may  want  them,”  handing  Tom  a  brace  of  revolvers. 

Tom’s  mind  had  reverted  to  Emilia  the  instant  the  Jew  was  men¬ 
tioned,  and  he  gladly  seized  an  opportunity  that  might  give  him 
another  sight  of  her. 

Tom  and  the  Exile —for  so  the  reader  has  known  him— started  in 
the  direction  of  the  quarter  where  the  Jew  lived,  the  young  fellow 
I  carefully  conning  the  way  as  he  proceeded,  while  his  companion 
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from  time  to  time  drew  his  attention  to  prominent  land-marks  that 
would  assist  his  memory. 

They  reached  the  Jew’s,  and  approached  it  from  the  rear, 
Exile  making  use  of  the  private  eutruuce  that  was  known  ouly 
three  or  four  persons. 

Entering  by  this  they  had  proceeded  as  far  as  the  door 
middle  room  when  a  harsh  voice  called  on  them  to  surrender. 


the 

to 


of 


the 

So 


unexpected  was  it 


that  even  the  Exile  was  taken  aback.  But  it 


was  ouly  for  an  instant. 

“  Fly  for  your  life!”  he  then  cried  in  Tom’s  ear.  “  On— on— the 
way  we  came!  don’t  stop — on  with  you  or  we  are  done  for!’ 

Crack— crack! 

Amid  the  wildest  confusion  and  a  babel  of  voices,  pistol  shots  rang 
forth  in  rapid  succession. 

Crack — crack! 

“  My  God!  I’m  hit!” 


So  the  Exile  gasped. 


Tom  half  halted  and  turned  partially  around,  intending  to  assist 
his  wounded  companion. 

“  No — no!”  cried  the  Exile.  “  Stop  not  or  we  are  lost!  I’m 
good  for  a  brisk  run  yet!  On  with  you — on— on— do  not  delay! 
I’ll  let  you  know  when  I’m  used  up!” 

On  Tom  sprang.  In  less  than  a  minute  they  were  outdoors.  Now 
the  wounded  man  took  the  lead,  and  Tom  flew  after  him,  while  a 
maddened,  yelling  crowd  pursued,  firing  bullet  after  bullet  at  them. 
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voice,  as  Radetsky 
own  and  pressed  it 


drag 


myself  the  last  hundred  yards  to  the 
”  said  the  Jew,  and  he  then  assisted  the  other 


A  DYING  WISH. 

“  You  know  me,”  said  a  hollow,  sepulchral 
seized  that  wasted  bony  hand  in  both  his 
warmly. 

“  I  do,”  murmured  the  Jew. .  “  Heaven  be  thanked  that  we  have 
been  permitted  to  see  each  other  again.  But  my  heart  is  sore  that 
we  meet  with  you  looking  thus.” 

“  Help  me  to  a  seat,”  said  the  corpse-like  individual.  “  I  haven’t 
strength  enough  to  go  another  step  by  myself.  It  took  all  the 
strength  I  had  to 
door.” 

“  Lean  on  me, 
across  the  room  to  an  easy-chair. 

Then  Radetsky  again  took  from  the  cabinet  that  bottle  of  precious 
old  wine  and  handed  a  glass  of  it  to  his  visitor,  whom  he  treated 
with  a  deference  greater  than  he  had  ever  shown  toward  any  of 
those  whom  the  reader  has  witnessed  bim  brought  into  contact 
with.  I 

“  Take  this  glass  of  wine,  master;  it  will  do  you  good,”  he  said 
as  he  proffered  the  glass  of  wine. 

And  there  was  a  loving  accent  about  the  word  “  master,”  which 
showed  that  the  Jew  looked  up  to  this  corpse-like  visitor  with  venera¬ 
tion  and  respect. 

He  drank  the  wine,  and  handed  back  the  glass  with  a  quiet 
“  Thank  you!”  that  evinced  good  breeding. 

A  minute  later  Radetsky  stood  silently  before  his  visitor,  his  head 
bent  in  a  reverential  way.  He  would  not  venture  to  break  the  siieuce 
until  he  wa9  addressed: 

“  Radetsky!” 

On  hearing  his  name  the  Jew  looked  up. 

“  Radetsky!” 

“  What  is  it,  master?” 

“  Is— is— Emilia  well?” 

“  She  is.” 

The  cadaverous  individual  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief. 

“  Is  she  here?” 

“  Yes,  in  tins  house,”  and  the  Jew’s 


eyes  were  sparkling  with 


“  1  liave  kept  the  oath  you  gave;  I  have  been  faithful 


gratification, 
to  you.” 

“  1  knew  you  would  be,  Radetsky;  although  you  are  the  only 
of  your  race  whom  I  should  so  trust.  Do  you  think  she  will  * 


me?” 


one 
know 


Radetsky  looked  doubtful. 

“  I'irst  rest  yourself,  master,”  he  said  presently,  “  and  tell  me  how 
yon  have  reached  here,  and  also  how  Roloff 
with  thb  half  of  the  key.” 


came  to  be  intrusted 


“  It  is  not 


a  long 


story,”  was  the  reply.  “  Roioll  and  I,  after  yPar 
of  watching  and  wailing,  saw  the  opportunity  to  escape  aud  seizet 
it.  We  were  pursued,  and  a  bullet  readied  me. 

“  We  kept  on,  however,  and  gave  the  dogs  a  good  race  for  p 
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owever,  and  gave  the  dogs  a 

Finally  loss  of  blood  made  me  so  weak  that  I  knew  I  could  not  si 
much  longer  in  the  saddle.  We  were  then  some  little  distance  ahead 
and  I  called  Rolofl'  to  a  halt  just  as  I  fell  from  t,he  saddle. 

"I  thought  I  must  be  dying,  and  having  first  bound  Roloff  by  - 
solemn  pledge,  I  intrusted  him  with  the  key  and  words  accompany 
ing  it.  He  is  a  brave  man — a  man  of  honor — and  would  have 
maiued  by  me  until  the  end.  But  I  thought  of  Emilia,  and  for  he 
sake  commanded  him  to  leave  me  to  my  fate. 

“  Mounting  regretfully,  Roloff  dashed  away,  and  I  saw  him  n< 
more;  and  now  only  do  I  learn  that  what  I  hoped  for  was  come  true- 
that  lie  had  successfully  made  his  escape. 

“  Onr  pursuers  failed  to  see  me  when  they  dashed  by  on  horseback 
for  I  bad  crawled  into  a  clump  of  bushes.  Here  I  remained  for  tw 
whole  days,  hourly  expecting  to  die,  yet  living. 

“  Then  the  possibility  that  I  might  live  gave  me  new  hope,  and 
battled  against,  death  with  all  my  might,  and  more  than  once  stavei 
off  the  approach  of  the  grim  enemy. 

“Animated  by  tbe -desire  to  see  my  Emilia  before  I  died,  it  ha 
proved  meat  and  drink  to  me,  and  inspiration  to  my  wanin, 
strength. 

“I  had  given  everything  to  Roloff,  and  consequently  have  beei;,(a,. 
almost  a  beggar  since,  and  have  nearly  begged  my  way  here.  1  wai^,e 
safe,  I  knew,  for  only  the  eyes  of  a  friendship  as  devoted  as  yourip  R 
could  discover  my  identity  in  this  wasted  face.  And  besides,  the  mine! 

— the  cursed  mines! — had  altered  me  much — had  bleached  my  hair 
had  half  palsied  oue  leg  so  that  I  limped.  It  has  been  a  hard  strug^ 
gle,  but  here  I  am  to  see  Emilia  and  then  die.”  ^ 

“  No — not  die — but  see  her  and  by  her  be  nursed  back  to  life.” 

As  the  Jew  said  this  the  other  sadly  shook  his  head. 

“No,  that  will  not  be.  Death’s  hand  is  already  heavy  upon  me  ^  °" 
Take  me  to  Emilia,  or  bring  her  here,  for  I  am  too  weak  to 
further.” 

Radetsky  bowed  and  disappeared  up-stairs.  He  was  gone  abou 
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five  minutes,  at  the  expiration  of  which  time  he  returned  in  corapanj  , 
with  the  beautiful  girl. 

Emilia  must  have  been  prepared  to  some  extent  for  what  she  wi  1 


ai  :*  of 


eys 

kiPa<vJn 


to  see,  yet  she  could  not  repress  a  shocked  cry  as  her  eyes  first  restei 
on  that  dreadfully  emaciated  face. 

“Father!”  she  gasped. 

“  Emilia— my  daughter!”  he  whispered  hoarsely,  aud  feebly  strete^ 
ed  forth  his  hands. 

She  sprang  to  his  side,  put  her  arms  about  his  neck,  and 
face  and  forehead  and  lips  again  and  again.  And  then  she  knel 
down  before  him,  and  chafed  one  of  his  thin  cold  hands  between  botl 
her  own,  while>she  looked  lovingly  up  at  him  through  the  mistiness  o 
her  suppressed  tears. 

My  prayers  have  been  answered,”  whispered  he,  after  a  while.  “ 
have  been  permitted  to  see  you  once  more  before  I  die.  Ilow  ver 
much  you  are  like  your  mother,  child— that  sainted  mother  whom 
shall  soon  join.” 
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Do  not  speak  so,  fatlier- 


>g- 


I  know  that  I  shai 


She  would  have  added  that  he  must  get  well,  but  he  balked  he 
gently. 

“  Nay,  do  not  think  so  or  hope  so,  my  darlin 
not  live  to  see  the  sun  rise  another  morning.” 

Emilia’s  voice  was  bushed  after  that.  She  could  say  nothing.  Anfj, 
these  two  sat  there  in  silence,  clasping  each  other  by  the  band. 

At  last  her  father  broke  the  silence. 

“  Emilia,  do  you  like  Roloff?" 

She  knew  wlmt  he  meant,  the  Jew  having  let  her  into  the  secret  o 
his  identity  with  the  Exile. 

“  I  have  no  reason  to,  father,”  she  returned.  “  I  barely  know  hi 
now,  although  I  remember  ns  <i  child  that  I  loved  him  dearly.  I  r 
nu  mbor  him  as  a  big,  bright  boy,  bounding  through  the  spacious  ball!  k 

of  our  ancestral  homo.”  "  I^r 

^ll0uU1  1,0  ask  y°ur  liand  in  marriage,  Emilia,  will  you  accei  » 
him  for  a  husband?”  14 

“  it  your  wish,  father?”  _ 

“  H  is.  There  are  weighty  reasons  why  1  wish  it.  It  is  my  last  wU 

my  dying  wish— my  darling  child.” 
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V  I  premia*  JOtt.  father,”  said  the  dutiful  girl;  and  the  father  blessed 
,  r  m  a  hoarse  whisper. 

When  he  said  that  he  did  not  expect  to  see  the  sun  of  another  day 
>  judged  rightly. 

Before  another  sun  rose  he  had  passed  away,  his  last  breath  being 
awn  while  his  head  was  pillowed  in  Emilia’s  arms.  He  went  peaee^ 
,  .0.  like  one  fal.ing  asleep,  and  Emilia  kuew  not  that  his  spirit  had 
d  until  Radetsky  so  informed  her. 

;  Theu  she  tenderly  crushed  away  the  tears  she  had  permitted  to  fall 
that  thin  white  face,  and  then  left  the  Jew  alone  with  the  dead. 

Ihie  next  night  the  Exile  and  the  general  came  in  accidentally. 

.  .eral  others  of  the  faithful  had  been  summoned  by  the  Jew,  and  by 
am  the  body  of  the  “Count,”  as  he  had  been  familiarly  called,  was 
.  d  in  a  grave  prepared  in  the  cellar,  there  to  remain  until  such  time 
v  he  could  be  laid  away  to  rest  beside  his  forefathers. 

The  grave  was  just  being  closed,  when  Diabolus  came  in  bearing  the 
-  nuie  containing  the  torpedoes.  He  and  the  Exile  at  once  withdrew 
5.;  a  private  consultation,  the  upshot  of  which  was  that  the  Exile 
turned  with  Diabolus  to  the  Demon,  together  with  Petroffsky,  wtiose 
.  nely  flight  was  just  then  bothering  the  czar’s  officers  wonderfully. 
..These  torpedoes  Radetsky  took  charge  of,  and  in  a  few  days  later 
t  them  in  hands  where  he  thought  they  would  be  put  to  a  good  use. 
Everything  moved  along  quietly  with  him  fur  some  little  time  sub- 
}ueut  to  the  night  of  the  “Count’s”  death.  Emilia  mourned  her 
\her’s  death,  and  Radetsky  wore  a  sad  look. 

.nen  one  night  another  alarm  came,  and  this  time  there  was  no 
stake.  The  czar’s  officers  were  ordered  to  apprehend  Radetsky. 
c  The  messenger  came  in  a  hurry,  for  there  was  no  time  to  waste. 
Hardly  had  the  warning  words  left  the  messenger’s  lips  when  there 
me  a  dreadful  clamor  at  the  front  door,  followed  by  a  tremendous 
“ishing  as  they  tried  to  force  the  barrier. 

!  Then  came  a  loud  shout  from  the  rear  of  the  building. 

The  messenger  became  ghastly  white. . 

“  We  are  all  lost!”  he  gasped.  “  We  are  surrounded,  and  escape  is 
possible  I” 

m  _ , 

CHAPTER  XXV. 

AN  IMPORTANT  TRUST. 

“Crack— crack! 

Crack — crack! 

Swiftly  onward  flew  the  Exile  and  Tom  Hunt,  followed  -by  the  offi- 
T'a  of  the  czar,  who  kept  tiring  at  them  in  hopes  of  bringing 
*wn  the  fugitives. 

The  Exile,  although  wounded,  kept  the  lead,  and  Tom  kept  dose 
his  heels. 

-vtie  former  seemed  perfectly  acquainted  with  all  the  streets  and 
-ys  and  by-ways,  and  this  knowledge  Anally  enabled  him  to  put 
pursuers  at  fault,  to  shake  them  ofl  for  the  time  being,  at  least. 
'While  the  Exile  kept  on  twisting  this  way  and  that,  pursuing  an 
parently  aimless  course,  he  was  in  reality  aiming  in  the  direction 
-the  spot  where  the  Demon  was  lying. 

3e  hoped,  at  first,  to  be  able  to  reach  her  before  he  became 
;  iausted  and  too  much  weakened  by  the  flow  of  blood  from  the 
e  where  the  bullet  had  entered  hia  body. 
j£3ut  his  hopes  were  destined  never  to  be  realized. 

The  bullet  had  done  its  work  too  well  for  that,  and,  although  at 
t  he  was  aole  to  maintain  a  pace  that  dropped  their  pursuers,  it 
>.  not  last  for  long. 

‘Quick!”  he  gasped,  suddenly.  “  Your  arms,  Tom— my  strength 
;  filing  me*  So — steady  now— keep  right  ahead,  and  let  us  go  as 
c  as  we  can!” 

.ifith  the  Exile  leaning  on  him,  Tom  hurried  on,  and  the  pursuing 
ty  were  soon  at  fault. 

A  bitter  smile  played  about  the  Exile’s  lips  as  he  heard  the  shouts 
disappointment  and  the  confused  cry  of  the  “bull-dogs,”  as  he 
ied  them. 

‘We  have  balked  them,  Tom!”  he  said,  in  an  ironical  tone 
f  %ey  shall  never  make  a  prisoner  of  me.  Ha!  The  river  is  in 
at.  Would  that  we  were  a  mile  farther  down  the  bunk,  for  then 
Demon  could  carry  my  body  far  out  to  sea.” 

Mhu  made  no  reply. 

it  could  think  of  nothing  fitting  to  say,  and  so  kept  silence  while 
lx.  e  harried  on  toward  the  river  as  swiftly  as  he  was  able, 
k  ha l  m  >  only  when  they  stood  at  tbe  edge  of  the  river.  One  single 


moment  thereafter  he  supported  himself  by  clinging  to  Tom;  then  he 
let  go  his  hold,  and  sank  down  on  the  river-bunk. 

“  My  day  is  done,”  he  said,  hollowly.  “  The  sands  of  my  life  are 
nearly  run.  Quick,  lad,  sit  down  here  beside  me,  and  listen  to  what 
I  wish  to  say.” 

Tom  did  as  requested. 

When  he  had  sat  down  close  to  the  Exile,  tbe  latter  again  spoke. 
Already  his  voice  was  becoming  husky  and  wavering,  showing  that 
dissolution  was  not  far  distant. 

“  Tom,”  lie  said,  with  an  effort.  “  Listen  carefully  to  what  I  am 
going  to  say— carefully,  for  my  time  is  short,  and  I  shall  not  be  able 
to  repeat  anything;  and  bend  closer— it  hurts  me  to  try  to  speak  so 
Icud.” 

Torn  bent  closer,  and  then  the  Exile,  with  an  effort,  drew  from  a 
secret  hiding-place  a  narrow  and  bright  strip  of  steel  with  one  saw¬ 
like  edge. 

The  reader  will  guess  that  it  was  the  half  of  the  key  intrusted  to  him  , 
by  tbe  count  when  he  supposed  himself  dying. 

Tins  Die  Exile  placed  in  Tom’s  hand,  and  solemnly  charged  him  to 
be  true  to  the  trust  then  reposed  in  him. 

This  the  young  fellow  promised. 

Then  the  Exile  briefly  told  him  the  history  of  the  half  of  the  key, 
and  the  manner  in  which  it  was  to  be  used,  afterward  adding  the 
words  that  went  with  it,  and  the  manner  in  winch  they  were  to  be 
given  to  Radetsky  the  Jew,  who  held  in  his  possession  the  other 
half  of  the  key. 

“  Radetsky!”  exclaimed  Tom.  “  He  has  the  other  half?” 

'*  He  has.  Be  you  as  faithful  to  your  trust  as  he  has  been.” 

“  I  will,”  was  the  firm  reply.  “  And  this  key  opens— what?’’ 

“  A  box  containing  family  jewels  of  priceless  value,  and  documents 
which  prove  Emilia  as  being  sprung  from  the  loins  of  one  who  could 
have  disputed  the  right  to  the  throne  of  Russia.” 

Tiie  Exile  spoke  with  singular  vehemence,  and  every  word  carried 
conviction  with  it. 

“Poor  Emilia!”  murmured  the  Exile.  “It  is  a  hard  fate  to  die 
thus,  but  Fate  has  dealt  even  worse  by  her  acd  hers.  Had  I  lived,  she 
would  some  day  have  been  my  wife;  but  that  is  now  only  a  dream  of 
the  past.  In  your  hands — the  hands  of  a  stranger,  and  scarcely  more 
than  a  boy  at  that— reposes  a  great  trust.  On  your  life  perform 
your  duty  well.  Ha!  What  is  that?” 

He  paused  to  listen. 

“  It  is  our  pursuers!  They  are  closing  in  the  lines,  and  before  long 
they  may  be  on  this  very  spot.  They  must  not— shall  not  find  me 
here.  You  understand  all  I  have  said,  Tom?” 

“  I  do,”  was  the  awed  reply. 

“  You  are  sure  of  it?” 

“  I  am.” 

“  It  is  well.  Tom,  dip  your  hand  into  the  stream  and  tell  me  which 
way  the  tide  flows.” 

It  was  not  the  chill  of  the  water  as  he  dipped  bis  hand  into  it  that 
sent  that  cold  chill  through  Tom’s  body.  No;  it  was  occasioned  by  a 
dread  suspicion  which  flashed  across  his  mind. 

“  Well,  which  way  is  the  tide?  Speak  quick!”  exclaimed  the  Exile, 
in  an  intense  and  feverishly  impatient  whisper. 

“  It  flows  downward— out  to  sea,”  Tom  answered. 

“  Heaven  be  thanked  for  that  much  kindness!  for  the  tide  will  carry 
my  body  to  sea,  and  they  will  not  have  the  satisfaction  even  of  know¬ 
ing  that  I  have  died.  Give  me  your  assistance,  Tom.” 

“  For  what?  To  help  you  drown  yourself?” 

“  Yes,”  was  the  reply. 

“  No,  no;  do  not  ask  me;  I  cannot  do  it;  I  cannot  help  you  murder 
yourself.” 

“  Then  be  it  so.  Good-by!  God  bless  you  and  enable  you  to  be 
true  to  tbe  pledge  you  have  given  me.  But  may  all  the  curses  of  this 
life  and  the  next  visit  you  if  you  prove  faithless.  And  now 
may - ” 

He  struggled  to  a  half  sitting  position,  wavered  for  one  second,  and 
then  flung  himself  toward  the  water. 

“  No,  no!”  cried  Torn,  and  sprang  forward,  wholly  horrified,  to  pre¬ 
vent  the  Exile's  intended  self-destruction. 

“  May  God  have  mercy  on  my  soul!” 

The  Exilo  finished  the  sentence,  which  he  had  left  incompleted,  on 
arising  to  a  sitting  position. 

As  the  last  word  fell  from  bis  lips,  he  gave  himself  another  fling. 
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and  ere  Tom  could  prevent,  there  came  a  splash,  and  the  vvuteis 
opened  and  swallowed  him  up. 

With  staring  eyes  Tom  stood  for  a  few  seconds  like  one  dazed,  and 
gazed  at  the  spot  where  the  Exile  had  disappeared.  But  stare  as 
he  might  he  never  saw  the  Exile  arise  to  the  surface. 

Then  Tom  was  recalled  to  a  sense  of  his  own  danger  by  hearing  a 
loud  shout,  and  glancing  inland  ho  saw  the  gleams  of  a  lantern  danc¬ 
ing  up  and  down  as  it  swung  in  the  hand  of  a  person  who  was 
running  quite  rapidly — as  rapidly  as  he  could  when  bent  so  close  to 
the  ground. 

The  bloodhounds  were  tracing  the  course  of  the  fugitives  by  the 
trail  ot  blood  left  behind  by  the  unaided  man,  who  then  was  far  beyond 
the  reach  of  their  vengeance. 

Tom  realized  that  it  was  high  time  for  him  to  be  off,  and  started 
down  the  river  bank,  but  was  headed  off  in  this  direction  presently  by 
an  approaching  party  of  men. 

It  was  fortunate  that  he  was  a  good  swimmer.  He  quickly  saw 
that  his  only  recourse  was  to  the  water,  and  pulling  off  his  shoes  he 
waded  into  the  river.  \ 

Striking  out  he  was  soon  at  a  safe  distance  from  the  shore,  when  he 
allowed  the  outgoing  tide  to  carry  him  down  stream.  Fifteen  minutes 
later  he  crawled  up  on  the  back  of  the  Demon. 

He  Lad  been  here  hardly  more  than  a  couple  of  minutes  when  Cap¬ 
tain  Diabolus  appeared  on  the  shore. 

At  once  he  hailed  Tom,  recognized  his  voice  when  lie  replied,  and 
at  once  advanced. 

He  was  much  out  of  breath,  and  Tom  guessed  that  he  had  been 
compelled  to  run  for  his  life. 

“  What  brings  you  back  so  soon?”  he  demanded  of  Tom,  as  soon 
as  he  had  breath  enough  to  ask  the  questiou. 

Tom  briefly  described  what  had  occurred  since  parting  so  short  a 
time  before,  and  the  news  caused  Diabolus  to  stamp  aud  swear 
like  a  madman. 

“  You  say  you  saw  nothing  of  the  Jew  or  Emilia?’’ 

,  “  I  did  not.” 

For  two  or  three  minutes  Diabolus  paced  to  and  fro,  and  then  he 
abruptly  asked: 

“  You  have  the  revolvers  I  gave  you?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  And  know  how  to  use  them?” 

|  “  In  case  of  necessity  I  do.” 

Then  foll.ow  me.  Heaven  knows  the  task  is  perilous! — we  may 
never  return  alive!— but  when  duty  calls  we  must  not  tlunk  of  dan¬ 
ger.  Come,  follow  me — perhaps  into  the  very  jaws  of  death.” 


CHAPTER  XXYI. 

THE  SECRET  VAULTS. 

“  Escape  is  impossible!  We  are  surrounded!”  gasped  the  terror- 
stricken  messenger,  who  had  come  to  warn  the  Jew  of  his  dunger. 

“  Good  God!  can  it  b9  true?”  cried  Radetsky. 

He  bent  his  head  to  listen. 

“  It  is  only  too  true,”  he  said,  as  he  turned  his  ashen  face  toward 
Emilia. 

“  Can  we  do  nothing?” 

So  asked  Emilia,  and  there  was  not  as  much  fear  in  her  tone  as 
might  have  been  expected  under  the  circumstances. 

Her  question  aroused  the  Jew. 

“  Yes,  we  can  do  something,”  lie  said  sharply.  “  Come  in!”  this  to 
the  messenger. 

Then  he  closed  and  barred  the  rear  door.  This  done  he  flew  to  the 
desk,  and  in  a  very  few  seconds  had  gathered  up  all  those  papers 
which  it  would  have  been  ruinous  to  have  permitted  to  fall  into  the 
hands  of  the  government. 

<  Having  secured  these,  he  called  on  Emiiia  ami  the  messenger  to 
follow  him. 

Just  as  they  reached  the  head  of  a  pair  of  stairs  leading  to  the  cellar 
they  heard  a  heavy  crash.  This  was  followed  by  a  loud  shout  of  joy 
that  echoed  and  re-echoed  through  the  place. 

“  Tliey  burst  in  the  door!”  exclaimed  Radetsky.  “  Come!— 
and  for  Heaven’s  sake  save  the  seconds!” 

They  were  out  of  sight  before  the  officers  reached  the  room,  and 
while  the  latter  were  dashing  and  rampaging  around,  Radetsky  was 

busily  engaged  in  attempting  to  secure  the  safety  of  himself  aud  his 
com  pauions. 


Feeling  his  way  across  the  cellar,  which  was  enveloped  in  themes 
dense  darkness,  he  finally  reacheu  a  particular  corner. 

Here  he  squirmed  around  among  a  number  of  huge  casks,  an 
finally  raised  some  of  the  boards  that  composed  the  flooring. 

Now  he  struck  a  match,  and  bade  his  companions  drop  themselvi 
into  a  hole  which  was  presented  to  view.  This  they  promptly  dk 
He  then  ordered  them  down  on  their  hands  and  knees. 

“  Now  crawl  ahead  a  hundred  feet  or  so,  and  then  wait  for  me,”  fc 

added. 

Then  dropping  down  into  the  hole  himself,  he  pulled  the  boards 
the  floor  into  their  places  and  secured  them  by  hooks,  so  that  did 
one  attempt  to  raise  these  boards  they  would  appear  as  securely  fa 
tened  as  the  others. 

A  contracted  and  abruptly  descending  passage  carried  Emilia,  wh 
was  in  the  advance,  underneath  the  foundation  wall  of  the  house  i 
which  she  had  so  long  lived. 

It  led  to  a  portion  of  the  cellar  of  the  adjoining  house,  ju9t  befor 
reaching  which  Emilia  halted,  judging  that  the  hundred  feet  had  bee 
traversed. 

Here  she  waited  until  Radetsky  caught  up  to  them. 

“Go  on,  but  go  slow,  and  be  careful  to  make  as  little  noise  as  pose 
ble,”  Radetsky  now  softly  called  to  her. 

Emilia  obeyed  without  question,  and  in  a  few  minutes  emerged  ini 
an  underground  apartment  about  ten  feet  by  twenty. 

This  had  originally  been  part  of  t he  cellar  of  the  house  above  it,  ^ 
had  been  cut  off  by  a  solid  wall  which  Radetsky  had  caused  to  be  bu: 
at  a  time  when  he  was  owner  of  the  house. 

“  Here  we  are,”  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  when  all  three  stood  togetlie 
in  the  place.  “  Even  I  had  quite  forgotten  the  existence  of  this  refugt 
until  that  dreadful  moment  brought  it  to  my  mind.  Here  we  are  a 
least  safe  for  the  present.” 

“  For  the  present?”  Emilia  repeated,  in  an  inquiring  tone.  “  By  tha 
do  you  mean  not  for  any  length  of  time?” 

“  No.  We  probably  would  be  safe  enough  here  for  months,  but  w 
cannot  live  without  food,  and  that  there  is  no  means  of  procuring.” 

“  Is  there  no  other  exit,  then,  save  by  the  way  we  came?”  aske 
Emilia. 

“  There  is  another  exit,  by  which  I  will  liberate  this  messenger  ao 
let  him  return  to  his  friends.  Even  should  we  suffer,  we  must  not  If 
our  downfall  drag  him  down.  Come,  sir.” 

Radetsky  took  the  messenger  by  the  hand  and  l6d  him  across  th 
cellar,  and  then  into  another  contracted  passage,  which  brought  ther 
out  in  a  stable,  concealed  in  the  sheathing  of  which  was  the  door  a 
the  end  of  the  passage. 

Radetsky  was  not  absent  more  than  ten  minutes — minutes 
Emilia  employed  in  deep  thought. 

“  Had  we  not  better  make  use  of  this  other  exit?”  she  asked  the  Jet 
on  his  return. 

“  Where  to  go?”  asked  Radetsky,  pointedly.  “  I  doubt  much  if  tv 
could  go  half  a  mile  without  being  captured  to-night.  And  beside: 
before  we  go  we  must  reach  the  safe.” 

It  was  nearly  an  hour  after  they  sought  refuge  in  this  hidden  cella 
that  both  the  Jew  and  his  fair  charge  were  startled  greatly. 

“  It’s  all  right,  Emilia,”  said  the  Jew,  a  few  seconds  later.  “  Th 
comer  is  a  friend— he  whom  we  have  known  as  Captain  Diabolus,  fo 
he  alone  knows  the  secret  of  this  place.” 

It  was,  indeed,  Captain  Diabolus,  with  Tom  Hunt  close  at  his  heeli 

It  had  been  literally  walking  into  the  jaws  of  death  to  reach  thi 
place  from  the  Bpot  where  the  Demon  waB  lying,  but  by  good  managf 
ment  and  the  “  noiseless  revolver  ”  they  had  arrived  here  safe 
sound. 

“Radetsky!*  called  Diabolus,  as  he  emerged  into  the  cellar,  an1 
when  he  heard  the  Jew’s  reply  he  drew  a  deep  breath  of  relief. 

A  brief  but  earnest  consultation  ensued,  Captain  Diabolus  urging 
the  Jew  protesting.  Finally  the  latter  was  convinced  and  yielded. 

Torn  levolver,  Radetsky,”  said  the  captain.  “Tom,  you  eta, 
here  to  assist  the  Jew,”  and  theu  turning,  he  disappeared  by  the  wa 
he  had  come. 

Lifteen  minutes  later  came  the  distant  reports  of  fire-arms,  follow? 
by  a  muffled  trampling  of  feet. 

“  Now  is  our  chance,”  said  the  Jew.  “  The  officers  will  rush  oS 
doors  to  see  the  cause  of  the  firing.  Cornel” 

hollowed  by  Tom,  the  Jew  returned  by  the  passage  to  his  recet 
home. 
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The  faring  ruse  of  Diabolus  proved  successful,  and  when  he  fired  a 
few  shots  in  a  nearby  alleyway  the  officers  had  all  rushed  out  of  the 
house. 

Tom  and  the  Jew  found  the  room  empty  iu  which  the  safe  was  built 
in  the  wall. 

Radetsky  had  opened  the  safe  thousands  of  times,  and  was  now  able 
to  do  so  again  in  a  very  short  space  of  time. 

To  open  the  safe,  take  out  its  precious  contents — of  which  the  bulk 
was  small — and  close  the  safe  again  was  an  amount  of  work  that  took 
less  than  three  minutes. 

The  cellar  hiding-place  was  reached  in  safety. 

Five  minutes  afterward  Diabolus  was  with  them,  and  on  learning  of 
their  success,  expressed  his  gratification. 

“  Now  for  the  Demon  again,”  he  said. 

Out  by  way  of  the  stable  they  went,  and  once  in  the  street  hunied 
in  the  direction  of  the  submarine  vessel.  By  exercising  great  care, 
stopping  and  hiding  in  dark  places  and  behind  corners  when  anybody 
approached,  they  arrived  within  a  block  of  the  Demon  without  being 
molested. 

But  then  they  were. 

Once  more  the  silent  revolvers  of  Captain  Diabolus  did  terrible  exe¬ 
cution.  And  so  did  the  noisy  weapons  of  the  patrol. 

Crack! 

Crack! 

So  they  sharply  broke  on  the  night  air,  and  one  of  the  bullets  found 
a  lodging  place  iu  the  body  of  the  noblest  Jew  who  ever  walked  the 
earth. 

Diabolus  and  Tom  beat  off  the  officers,  and  then  hurried  along,  sup¬ 
porting  the  Jew  between  them,  and  at  last  gained  the  interior  of  the 
Demon. 

The  vessel  was  seen  and  recognized  just  as  she  began  to  move  down 
the  river,  and  again  the  telegraph  flashed  the  news  to  the  Russian  bat¬ 
teries.  * 

But  the  gauntlet  was  run  unharmed,  and  the  Demon  stood  down  the 
gulf  toward  the  sea. 

Now  Diabolus  surrendered  the  wheel  to  Tom  and  turned  his  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  Jew,  whose  head  was  supported  in  Emilia’s  lap. 

The  Jew  was  dying. 

There  was  no  disguising  the  fact.  Even  Emilia  could  see  that  he 
was  dying,  and  from  her  eyes  the  tears  were  falling  fast. 

An  hour  later  he  died,  his  last  words  being  a  request  that  his  body 
might  be  laid  away  to  rest  beside  that  of  his  father  in  a  little  village 
in  Germany. 

Having  run  to  Rouen,  the  services  of  Defarge  were  called  in,  and  he 
saw  that  Radetsky’s  last  wishes  were  carried  out. 

Captain  Diabolus  gave  up  his  room  to  Emilia,  who,  while  bowed 
with  sorrow  over  the  recent  death  of  her  father  and  the  Jew,  was 
nevertheless  able  to  enjoy  the  novelty  of  sailing  beneath  the  surface 
of  the  sea. 

At  Rouen  Diabolus  heard  of  the  sudden  death  of  the  chief  of  the 
czar’s  household  detectives,  he  who  had  denounced  Roloff,  and  a  grim 
smile  played  about  his  lips. 

RolotFs  threats  had  not  been  in  vain. 

This  smile  was  the  first  light  that  had  broken  through  the  gloom 
which  had  settled  on  Diabolus  since  that  eventful  night.  It  showed 
him  that  even  under  reverses  the  Nihilists  were  faithful  to  each  bther. 

He  also  learned  how  Radetsky’s  true  character  had  finally  become 
suspected. 

A  spy  had  caught  a  glance  of  Roloff  in  bis  mask,  and  had  followed 
him  stealthily,  and  seen  him  disappear  in  the  rear  of  Radetsky’s  house 
on  the  occasion  of  his  last  visit.  The  house  had  been  closely 
watched  until  further  evidence  was  secured,  and  then  a  descent  had 
been  ordered  so  promptly  that  the  general  could  not  give  the  Jew 
warning  far  enough  ahead  to  enable  him  to  fly. 

The  death  of  Radetsky  and  the  breaking  up  of  the  headquarters 
which  bis  house  had  been  was  a  sad  blow  for  the  Nihilists  who  sprung 
from  the  better  classes. 

Diabolus  and  his  vessel  were  now  of  little  or  no  use,  nor  could  they 
be  until  such  time  as  another  agent  was  found  who  could  be  trusted  as 
Implicitly  as  Radetsky  had  been. 
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AT  LAST. 

Knowing  that  he  could  do  nothing  now,  Captain  Diabolus  took  a 
gloomy  pleasure  in  delighting  Emilia,  and  rousing  her  admiration  by 
showing  her  the  many  wonderful  sights  to  be  seen  at  the  bottom  of 
the  sea. 

They  took  a  trip  of  a  month’s  duration,  and  Emilia  never  failed  to 
each  day  find  something  new  to  call  forth  ejaculations  of  surprise  and 
delight. 

Most  frequently  Diabolus  himself  handled  the  wheel  when  Emilia 
was  in  the  pilot-house  looking  out  of  the  window. 

But  there  were  times  when  Tom  grasped  the  spokes  of  the  wheel 
when  Emilia  chose  to  look  out  upon  the  wonders  of  the  vasty  deep. 

And,  if  Tom  showed  pleasure  in  her  company,  it  was  not  very  long 
before  she  evinced  pleasure  at  being  in  his.  And,  indeed,  he  made  a 
snore  suitable  and  enjoyable  companion  for  her  than  Diabolus,  for  the 
latter  was  more  or  less  moody  and  preoccupied,  while  Tom  was  free 
in  mind,  and  bent  every  energy  toward  interesting  her. 

He  it  was  who  pointed  out  to  Emilia  the  objects  which  most  inter¬ 
ested  her,  and  to  him  she  always  turned  when  she  had  a  question  to 
ask. 

Now  and  then  would  come  an  occasion  when  Diabolus  would  bend 
on  the  young  fellow  a  piercing  look,  or  a  dark  frown. 

Then  Tom  would  recollect  the  social  gulf  which  yawned  between 
him  and  this  beautiful  creature,  and  would  shrink  within  himself  and 
be  more  quiet  for  a  while. 

He  now  had  come  to  admit  to  himself  that  he  was  in  love  with 
Emilia,  but  to  her  he  never  breathed  a  word  of  what  he  felt.  He  had 
reflected  over  the  matter,  took  into  consideration  that  she  was  young, 
and  had  seen  but  little  of  the  world,  and  after  what  Diabolus  had  said 
of  her  rank  thought  it  would  be  dishonorable  on  his  part  to  seek  to 
entangle  her. 

His  action  did  him  credit — although  every  true  American  should 
consider  himself  as  equal  in  rank  to  anybody,  be  he  king,  czar,  or 
prince! 

Without  intending  to,  or  being  aware  of  the  fact,  Diabolus  left  the 
two  young  people  together  a  great  deal. 

Emilia’s  education  had  embraced  instruction  in  the  English  lan¬ 
guage,  of  which  she  had  a  fair  knowledge,  although  her  pronunciation 
was  bo  quaint  as  to  give  Tom  many  a  hearty  laugh. 

Instead  of  being  angered  with  him,  Emilia  made  him  give  her  les¬ 
sons  in  his  tongue,  and  Tom  declared  her  to  be  an  apt  scholar,  3uch 
rapid  progress  did  she  make. 

And  then  one  day  she  made  him  tell  her  of  his  home,  his  country, 
the  glorious— the  free — United  States. 

He  described  the  wealth  of  the  country,  its  cities  and  their  magnifi¬ 
cent  buildings,  and  told  her  how  the  poorer  people  lived,  honored,  re¬ 
spected,  and  told  her  that  a  poor  man  had  as  much  voice  in  selecting 
our  rulers  as  the  man  who  was  worth  millions. 

Emilia  contrasted  the  lot  of  these  people  with  the  lot  of  the  same 
class  of  people  in  misgoverned  Russia,  and  sighed  regretfully. 

Tom  was  enthusiastic  in  regard  to  the  greater  happiness  of  the 
mass  of  people  in  his  country  as  compared  with  other  countries,  and 
Emilia  saw  that  here  was  true  government,  since  it  aimed  for  the  best 
interests  of  all. 

One  day  she  impulsively  said: 

“  Henceforth  I  renouuce  that  title  and  rank  to  which  I  see  I  have 
no  just  claim,  since  I  never  earned  it.  Let  those  receive  honor  who 
earn  it.” 

How  angry  Diabolus  would  have  been  had  he  learned  the  Demo¬ 
cratic  principles  Emilia  was  imbibing  through  Tom’s  tuition. 

At  last  Diabolus  ordered  the  Demon’s  prow  turned  toward  Rouen. 

He  had  wasted  time  enough,  he  said. 

Tom  accompanied  him  ashore  on  reaching  Rouen,  and  with  him  en¬ 
tered  the  shop  of  Defarge. 

“  You  have  heard  the  Dews,  I  suppose?’*  said  the  inventor,  imme¬ 
diately  after  the  salutations  were  over. 

“  News?  What  news?” 

“  About  the  czar.” 

“  No;  what  is  it?” 

“  The  agents  into  whose  hands  your  grenades  found  their  way  made 
good  use  of  them.  One  of  them  was  flung  beneath  the  czar’s  carriage 
as  he  was  passing,  injuring  the  vehicle.  The  czar  sprang  out — another 
grenade  was  thrown,  struck  at  his  feet,  and - ” 


THE  LITTLE  DEMON. 


“  Anil  wlmt?”  cried  Diabolus,  eagerly. 

“  Slew  liim— killed  him,  like  the  dog  he  was.” 

Torn  shuddered  as  he  gazed  at  Diabolus. 

Never  before  had  he  seen  excitement  so  deep,  so  intense,  yet  so 
quiet. 

A  smile  first  broke  over  the  captain’s  face,  and  then  it  began  to 
flush. 

He  uttered  no  word  of  joy,  but  was  transformed  by  the  happiness 
within  him,  a  happiness  loo  intense  for  expression  in  language. 

Redder  and  redder  his  face  grew,  and  the  veins  on  his  forehead 
swelled  until  they  stood  out  like  whip-cords,  while  from  head  to  foot 
ran  a  nervous  twitching. 

Tom  could  not  see  his  face,  but  he  could  see  his  swollen  temples, 
and  clenched  hands,  and  'tremor,  and  he  shuddered  to  think  how  deep 
was  this  man’s  joy  at  learning  that  a  dastardly  murder  had  beeu  con¬ 
summated. 

Suddenly  Defarge  uttered  a  cry  of  horror. 

The  next  instant  Captain  Diabolus  lay  prone  on  the  floor. 

Defarge’s  cry  had  been  produced  by  a  spurting  forth  of  blood,  which 
Tom  now  saw  gushing  forth  in  a  torrent. 

In  the  intensity  of  his  feeling  Captain  Diabolus  had  ruptured  a 
blood-vessel. 

“  Remember  your  oath!” 

These  were  the  only  words  he  ever  uttered  after  learning  of  the 
czar’s  unhappy  fate,  and  they  were  addressed  to  Tom. 

No  help  could  be  given  him,  and  Captain  Diabolus  was  soon  a 
corpse. 

Defarge  now  removed  the  mask,  and  Tom  for  the  first  time  saw  the 
face  of  his  captain. 

“  Mon  Lieu!" 

So  Defarge  gasped  as  he  gazed  at  that  face,  and  then  sealed  his  lips. 


With  a  fresh  store  of  electricity,  and  leaving  the  body  of  Diabolus 
to  be  cared  for  by  the  inventor,  Tom  started  for  the  United  Stales, 
where  he  arrived  in  due  season. 

His  half  of  the  key  was  given  to  Emilia,  who  now  had  the  other  half, 
and  the  box  was  opened.  The  papers  it  contained,  which  proved 
her  a  princess,  were  committed  to  the  flames,  but  the  jewels  were 
preserved. 

“  I  am  an  American  now,”  she  said,  when  the  last  papei  was  in 
ashes. 

And  then  Tom  made  bold  to  tell  her  of  his  love,  and  the  day  after 
their  arrival  in  Philadelphia  they  were  made  man  and  wife,  and  Bill 
Brace  signed  the  marriage  certificate  as  one  of  the  witnesses. 

Quacco  had  been  left  on  board  the  Demon,  to  which  Tom  was  about 
to  pay  a  visit  one  day,  when  suddenly  a  terrible  explosion  rent  the 
air  and  sent  a  column  of  water  shooting  up  toward  Heaven. 

The  papers  afterward  reported  that  a  shock  of  earthquake  had 
been  felt,  but  Tom  knew  it  meant  the  destruction  of  the  Demon,  there 
having  been  many  pounds  of  explosive  material  on  board. 

Whether  Quacco’s  carelessness  was  at  the  bottom  of  it,  or  whether 
he  destroyed  himself  and  the  vessel  on  purpose, -it  is  impossible  to 
say. 

It  may  have  been  the  latter,  for  Quacco  never  emerged  fro^n  a  sullen 
gloom  into  which  the  death  of  Diabolus  had  plunged  him. 

And  here  our  story  ends. 

Just  one  word  more  may,  however,  he  added. 

If  you  should  visit  Rouen,  in  France,  before  long,  take  a  walk 
along  the  water  side  and  keep  a  bright  lookout  for  the  weather-beaten 
sign  of  Defarge. 

On  almost  any  sunny  day  the  queer  little  inventor  may  be  seen  sit¬ 
ting  outside  of  his  shop,  contemplatively  smoking,  and  perhaps — 
who  knows?— planning  out  the  construction  of  another  Little  Demon. 


[the  end.] 
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